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“ LEONIE, MY DARLING, I Ha¥Z COME TO MAKE YOU HAPPY IF YOU WILL L&T ME,” SAID ATLMER, 















A ” } fountains and miniature waterfall, the ivy.grown | Aylmer Rossvell knelt beside her, and called 
IFE 5 REGRET arbours and rustic terraces. ote her, but rece‘'ved no response ; then he 1s 
1 —_ ine unde pe the Mendipe, purple in ~ esha tryfog bel —— coe pore hands Be 
setting aun, and seeming to melt into the very | in wi were gras and grass, as if it 
LA NOVELETTE.] clouds ; and around him on every side was plenti- | she had clutched them in falling, iN ; 

| nl ful verdure, lash grass, with nodding harebells| She lay face downwards, and her head was sc bs 
OHAPTER I and aweet-scented thyme—altogether a scene to | muffled in her mantle that Alymer had no idea ii 

! . to make glad one’s heart, what manner of creature she was—if she had AS 

Avie Rostvgut, walked slowly over the| The church clock struck six, and he started in | merely swooned, or if her ellence and rigidity Ba 

VUheddar Hills towards the Cliff Hotel, where he | some surprise ; then vaulting over the stile, began | were these of death | ae 

a with bis mother and cousin were spending the | his descent. He began to be serfously alarmed, and shouted ih 

stnny weeks of August, He carried a huge bou-| Suddenly he paused, shading his eyes with his | to some men in the road to come to his assis- ae 

qust of pomey Pag lavender, aud one haad, and looked intently down at a dark object | tance, but they were engaged discussing the price 1" $c 

LY Spray of rare whi finding of which it sup- | which lay motionless among the harebells and | of corn and the probable dissolution of the then hi. 

— posed by the Seoteh to bring such luck. thyme, Government, so that his shouts pacsed unheeded. ie 

rt Ashe reached the atile the main; Was iba woman? and, ifao, why did she lie} He threw aside hie heather, even the rare white i * 
bart of the cliffs from the leading down to | #0 motionless, so rigid 1 any He lifted her gently ia his arms, resting y" é 
the road, he paused and atthe scene before; With something like fear in bis heart he | ber head upon his knees, 1 
A. Um with appreciative eyes. hastened hia ateps, slipping, stumbling down the| At the beauty of the face, which then was iP 
of At the foot of the two ranges of cliffs were the | stony way, until he the object which had | revealed to him, he was su and startled. 3% 
Mn Ubtle white cottages comprising the village, wo | attracted him. He removed her close black and masses of ik 
ale sleepy save for the tourists; the grounds; It wasa woman, and judging by the slender- | yellow hair flooded the stranger’s shoulders, and be" 
es of the hotel with their Gower- artificial | ness of her form she was young. ~~ fell about his arms in wild luxurlance, Lf 
ae 
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Hereomplexion was wholly at ‘variance with 
the golden waves and curves, being that of a 
brunette, whilst the curving lashes and finely- 
marked brows were black as night. 

He laid his hand upon her heart, and felt ib 
beating faintly under bis palm. 

“Thank Heaven,” he said, “she is not dead ! 
I must get her down somehow; the mater will 
kuow what to do,” 

Heastaggered to his feet. He was not a strong 
man, and the girl, though slender, lay in his 
arms so supine, so helpless, that it was with con- 
siderable difficulty he made his way down the 
hill-side. 

Bat at last the descent was accomplished, and 
he reached the road. One or two men volunteered 
their help then, and asked if the lady had had 
an accident; but voucheafing no answer he 
entered the hotel, where the landlord met him in- 
the hall. 

“Oh! Mr. Rossvell, what is it 1” he. asked, 
with breathlese curiosity, 

“ Are my mother aud cousin in? Please open 
the door for me. Iam fatigued, and send’ Mra’ 
Roasvell to me.” 

He entered one of the rooms hired by them, 
and laid his fair burden upon the couch, seat- 
ing himself beside her. Mrs. Rossvell entered 
hurriedly-——a pretty, elderly lady, with a timid 
manner, 

“ My dear Aylmer, who is this young lady, 
and what ails her?” 

* That is more than I can tell. I don’t thick 
she has had a fall, I saw no brulees. I fancy 
she has fainted ; it has been so hot, you know, 
As for who she is I am in ignorance, but from 
her dress and appearance I should say ahe is a 
lady."’ 

Mrs. Rossve)l was down upon her knees, 
chafing the small hands, which, on being uno- 
gloved, were found white as enow, and delicately 
formed. 

* Ring for Irene,” she said, ab Inst ; “sheds 
zo clever a nurse,” 

Aylmer obeyed, and then went out; and pre- 
seatly a girl of twenty entered, She was fair 
and aweet to look upon, but her prettiness faded 
into nothingness beside that wonderful face lying 
on her aunt’s shoulder, 

“ Mrs. Trethwick has told me all she knew, and 
so I brought restoratives with me. Now, aund, 
bead ber bead forward—so, Ah! that will do. 
Now for the smelling salte. How lovely she 
is 1” 

For a long time the stranger resisted all their 
efforts to restore her to cousclousness, but at 
length, with a sigh and a sob, the black lashes 
lifted, and a pair of wonderful eyes locked with 
frightened questioning ab the two kneeling 
figures, She pressed one hand to her brow, and 
said, with the faintest possible foreign accent,— 

“ What is this place? I thought—I thought 
~—I was on the hill-side.” 

"You were a short while ago, bub my son 
found you there in & swoon, and carried you 
down here to us, Pray lie down and rest. [am 
afraid you are very ill.”’ 

The golden head sank back, and through the 
lowered lashes the slow tears gathered and fell, 

“You are very good to me. I can't thank 
you, but] am not ungrateful, I must go—indead 
I must. I have to reach Weston to night.” 

**The last train has started already,” Irene 
interposed. “ Where is your home? We shall 
be glad to aesist you to it,” 

“I have no home; but wae going to holdan 
interview with a lady who wants a secretary, 
I reached Coeddar at noon, and finding i had 
some time to wait, thought I would ses the 
cliffs. I suppose the heat was too great for 
me, Did you say I could nob geb to Weston 
to-night }” 

* Oaly by driving.” 

“That would be too expansive,” the girl 
auswered, with a contraction of the brow. 
“ Could I not walk the distance?” 

“Oh, no; Ibis several miles, and you are far 
to weak to attempt one!” 

“But,” che urged, desperately, ‘I shall in 
all probability lose the situation, There are so 
mavny applicants, and so few openings.” 

“My dear,” said Mrs. Rossvell, whose tender 








and loveliness, “you must stay here to-night 
ae Mrs, Trethwick has & spare room, 
ow,” 


passionate glance af the pretty, elderly lady. 

“You are most good to me,” she said, softly, 
her. voice the words to sweetness 
“You make ms believe that such a thing ss 
charity still exists |” 

** You must have had some bitter experience,” 
Trene remarked, “ to k like that. Bat just 
for to-night forget it all. We shall be glad, in- 
deed, if we can in any way give you comfort and 
pleasure! Ah! you. must not refuse to accept 
what we 80 sp | offer,” as the stranger began 
to protest; in return we will only ask 
your name!” 

The last rays of & setting sun shone full into 
the tawny eyes until they were slmoss amber, a 

t-etreak of colour fluehed her cheeks, and 
answered, tremulously,-— 
“Tam Leonie Templeton—an orphan,” 
ra: a have a double claim to my pity,” 
Trene » softly, ‘T, too, aman. orphan, 
although my aunt does her best to make me 
forget my loses. Now, we take it for granted 
you will stay. Whore fs your lu ty 

hs I left it at the station. There is not much 
of it. J 


and Mrs. Trethwick shall bring you some tea," 

Aunt and niece then went into.an adjoining 
room, where dinner was, ‘for three, and 
Aylmer entering, the conversation naturally 
turned upon Leonie Templetun. i 


if she loses this situation 
punctuality ? Aunt, you said, 


her ‘want’ of 
ften lately 
me to ‘have ® companion, becguagiit, ; 
Nay vengalliaae 
on, 









when Aylmer ia away; why, 


Tem ” 
mas Y a very good 
said, approvingly. RY 


“My desra, you must not jump 
decisions. Remember, we know nothing 


person for us to sasoclate with,” . 
“Thet is unlike you, mother ; and I suppose 


and ability 1” 

Mrs, Rossvell looked nervous and irresolute. 4 

a gp we learn more gf her before pror 

the thing? And it ‘would be aa well 
for her to go to Weston in the morning,: ‘If she 
gatisfies her would-be employer, very 
pot, she can return to us,” econ Ot 

Aylmer looked unusually thoughtful. “He-was 
not a bandsome man by any means, neither was 
his face indicative of much strength, either 
pbysical or mental, but it was pure and gentle ; 
and his quiet, inoffeusive manners made him a 
very general favourite with all.’ 

Now he looked up and sald,— 

“ If you have no objection, mother, I wil! go to 
Weston, with Mies Templeton. If she fails in 
obtaining this situation, pride would doubtless 
keep her from returning and throwing herself 
upon the charity. of strangers.” 

'*I think your plan the ‘best of any yet ‘pro- 
posed. Now suppose we rettrn to her?” Ps 

Leonie looked up with a weary ‘smile av they, 
eutered, Aylmer took a seat beside her, and 
began to unfold their plane, She interrupted 
him with a switt,—- mt iPoias 

“Ob, no, no! I cannot accept so much ‘kihds’ 
ness from you. How can you tell me that'd 
deserve it? For aught you know to the con- 
trary, 1 may be an adventuress!” 

“Tam not afraid to trust my own judgment 
in your case,” the young man answered, 
down at the beautiful face; “and when you see 
fib, you will tell us more of yourself.” 

‘*There is very little to tell, 
are dead, and I have no living relatives. 
father was an Englishman, and « gen 
mother was a Spaniard, and I lived moat of 
life at Madrid. Jtecently I acted as secretary to 
Lady Marsials, but, as you know, she’ has ‘gone 
out to India, and required my services no lénger, 
Her testimonial is the only prog} of a T can 





give you.” ° 


heard was moved to pity at“so much beauty. 


The tawny eyes of the girl flashed, one ewitt, ‘ 


7 
“We will send for ib; and now try to rest The, tong 


“I wonder,” Irene mused, * hatin, wilt do | 


young lady, and--and she may not be a fit’ 








n, you will fi 
at Weston taken. a would happy 
« home with my mother and cousin.” 

She half outetretched her little band In token 
of her gratitude, but ewiftly drew it back, @ush. 
ing deeply ; and in the tawny eyes 
‘there gathered tui s it Adgulbh the 

oung man. was constrained t Oy os ff 
yee You have known heuty ealamitien }™ °°" 

uae? apewered,;a- 


added, ewiftly, “ but the 

to-day will be like an oasis in my life, Tell me 

your name, that I may remember [0 with 

gratitude in all the years to come.” 

A “Tam Alymer Roesvell; my cousin’s name {s: 
rene,” nM 

‘‘ Thank you,” and she leaned back among her 
pillows, whilst the young man watched her with 
a strange new interest, 

She was so lovely, so frall, so different in all 
her attributes to apy woman he bad ever seen > 
and for the first’time in his life, his heart 
quickened with a sense of nameless fascination, 
the principal element of which was unrest, 

Irene’s voicébroke the sweet dusk silence. 
At owilight she always sang to her aunt and 
cousin, and she made no exception now to the 
she chose was one by Howard 


u to meet love ; never until you die; 
Sed certs ria 


’ 
your 


ule, 
Crotbie,e pretty, pathetic ballad with a re- 
"aig ‘ 


ku fs rad. 
ica ne 









she would have some testimonials as to character | th ave 


ion of that unforgotten b 


nigh 
~~ agen in the grand, old room of that §, 


ville, and through the window she could see 
the starry blossoms on the grove beyond ;- 
the eky with its moonlight and ; 
“the bloom of the cassis breathed 

gale,” and through ft all ran the tremor of & 
love that feared and heaped ext weer . She 
turned her face to the wall and “for 


had left her, she eat down at 
and gave herself up tot! 
crowding vpon her, 
foolish, but under 





down 
bad been troub 
claimed 
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going to Weston, and 
accompany her, but this 


request he would not no they started for |. 


those queer little con- 
regen Sener eyene Single sad dalighe of the 
76, 

Reaching Weston, Leonle begged Aylmer to 
wait her-return in a narrow, picturesque lane, 
ong Sane 50 See 

seated himself on a bank, and, drawing out 
a copy of “ Uncle Remus,” endeavoured to while 
away Aponte ay 

But the queer stories failed to interest him; 
his thoughts would stray to Leonie with a per- 
sistency that almost angered him. 

What was she to him that he should be so 
absorbed in her? For aught he-knew she might 
be, as she sald, an adventuress, and yet he could 
nob connect: decelb or guile with that weary, 
beautiful face, or believe that rich voice could 
utter paltry falsehoods, 

He did nob wait .very long for her return. 
Hearing steps along the road he looked up, and 
saw. “her coming towards him, ¢lowly and 

ee 


“You have not aueceeded 1” bo asked, pathe- 


tically. / 

“No, I am too late,” she answered, wearily, 
and sat down on’ the bank at a little po 
i - re 

6 was conscious of a & pleasure in 
a a ay og 
i me ‘ou back. to 
mabate . : ce 

“There fs nothing else left me to do; to live 
T muat bs 

“ We will do our best to make you happy,” 
more, ly than he usually spoke; ‘and, of 
pete you do not like your duties, you can 
seek other employment.” 

Pa let as go now. Oar train is nearly 
ue,” 

They walked back. together, and reaching 
Fees. found Lrene waiting them on the plat- 
orm, 

“I had @ presentiment that you would come 
back tous, sem le emda fe stati 
 “T hardly know whe’ 

Leonie ‘ST am so afraid thad I 


- ayy 
188) 
ie ae 
“I chink scarcely possible,” then tarn- 
has 


feo men, wo shall have. We can picuie on 
the and do the caves fs 
are so manyyplaces of interest around Chedder. 


you @ great-deal of 


pleasure,” said Aylmer, ‘‘and my friend Max- 


luer decided it was too hot for very arduous 
climbing, so they walked along the narrow 
road, lying so white and smooth between 


to be glad or fri 


he half 


rule, certainly, 


Rock, and the, Lion Rocks, and tried to discover 
the Ivy Chair, but failed. 

As they passed by the low, white cobteges 
women ran out and accosted them with ‘ Tea, 
ladies? Bast accommodation, and only nine- 
pence,” or ‘‘sixpence,” as the case ht be ; 
others exhibited stones and ferns, and followed 
them long distances up the road. Bat these 


Theo-—~-Mr. Maxwell, comes." 

The cousins were so kindly, so attentive, that 
Leonte's depression lifted, and she found herself 
chatting more cheerfully than she had done for 
many along day. The walking had heightened 
her a and her strange eyes had growa 

er. 

Aylmer looked at ber with increasing admira- 
tion,.and found himself giving almost exclusive 
attention to her words. Once Irene, who was 
_ a Uttle- in’ advance, turned, and said, 

vr 4 

“Yesterday, Miss Templeton, I thought you 
lovely, but I. never realised «how beautiful you 
are until now, You remind me of a picture I 
once saw,’? 

Leonie flushed hotly, aud eaid, witha nervous 


laugh,—. 
Your candour is. novel, and, pardon me, a 
trifle amusing.” 
“ Yes ; Irene, would never make a diplomatist, 
ahe is far too open.’ I think that, perhaps, is her 
chief charm, Deceit in a woman is even more re- 


rer’ than in a map,” 
he bright flush died ont of Leonie’s face. 

“I cannot agree with you, Mr. Rovavell ; but 
in either it is bad, and productive always of ill,” 

She. spoke in such a. changed voice that io- 
voluntarily Aylmer glanced ab her, and for a 
momenta fear assalled him that perhaps this 
woman was nob all she seemed ; then he almost 
hated himself for his doubt of ber. 

" Perbaps you are right, Miss Templeton,” and 
turned lightly: to another subject. 

The f day Theodore Maxwell arrived, 
and was greeted with ¢ffusion, He was a hand- 
some young fellow of five-eud-twenty, well-born, 
rich, and talented ; proud of hia name, intolerand 
to viog and folly; perhaps toomuch go, as_ his in- 
tolerance sometimes made his jadgmente very 
bitter and merciless, | But on the whole he was 


good | a great favourite with eociety,e still greater one 


with the Rossvelle, and it was rumoured he had 
a marked penchant for pretty Irene, which she 
fally reciprocated. 

When the young men sat together in the hotel 


grounds Theodore said, removing bis cigar from. 
bis ~ | were tawny, aod not brown. 


mou 
'* What a handsome girl Miss Templeton is! 


| Who fe she 1; She looks as though she had a 


story.” 
(So she has,” and» Aylmer proceeded to tell 
the circumstances under which they became 


“T never saw beauty of ao wonderful and fascl- 
nating:e type. Verily,’her eyes are positively 
amber when the light:rests.on them, and if she 
would only smile more oftea—be less reticent— 


. she would be dangerous to most fellows’ peace of 


“I don’t know that I should like her ‘altered 
imany particular, «Sheiasimply perfect as she 


is.” ’ 
Theodore looked ‘curiouely at him. 
9 Should nob wonder if you're ht at last,” 


you pr 
any girl eo highly, :Am I to wish you luck?” 
ane face flushed. 


med Mies , Templetenyuntil two days ago, 
crea certainly don’s believe in love ab. firat 

“lL would not go so faras that. It fs not the 
4 1 is the ‘exception that 
maine But your. cousin and the lady 

question are. about to:join us,” and, throwing 
7 haba es agree meet the two 


Irene welcomed him witha smile and » blush, 





Leonie: with a’ faint bow. He placed himeelf 
between them, but addressed himeelf almost 


ou forget,” he said, gravely, “I had never | regarded 


entirely to Irene, for it seemed to him Mir 
Templeton did not wieh to talk, She was very 
allent all that afternoon, and Theodore Maxwell 
found bimeelf very often speculating in his own 
mind about her past life, aud what was the cause 
of her melancholy, 

“Tt could not be a recreant lover,” he thought. 
“Surely no mau could be falee to so lovely a 
creature }” 

In the twilight Aylmer proposed singing, and 
Trene gave them all their favourite ballads, 
Then it wae Leonie’s turn, and after a momentary 
pause she broke into a lovely Spanish song, the 
a of which she had that day translated for 
them, 

Perhape none of them were quite prepared for 
such exquisite melody as filled the room then, 
The liquid notes of that wonderful contralto held 
them silent—stirred the very depths of their 


heart. 

Theodore Maxwell, who was no mean musician, 
leaned nearer, and strove to see the singer's face, 
but the twilight hid it from him ; only it seemed 
to him that there was anguish there, and that 
the tawny eyes were tear-filled. 

When she had ended he sat quite silent, Ayimer 
stirred uneasily, as if he feared the sudden 
stillness would be too rudely broken, but Irene 
sald, swiftly an’ softly,— 

“*T think Ishall never sing again; you have 
made me disantisfied with my own performance.” 

Perhaps she hoped that Theodore would assure 
her singing was good; bub he made no re- 
mark, and she felt a trifla disappointed, until 
Aylmer clasped her hand kindly. 

“ My dear, your voice is very pretty, bub we 
must not expect all to be born vightingales.” 

She laughed, and begged Leonie to give them 
just one more sorg—“ only one,” 

The girl complied, and the haunted words and 
melody of ‘Our Last Waltz” filled the little 
room. 

After that conversation became general, and 
aban early hour each retired to his or her own 
room, Theodore Maxwell locking puzzled and ill 
at ease, 

“TI can’t account to myself for my folly fo 
being so completely fascinated ; I am a greater 
fool than I believed myself to be, I wonder if 
little Trene really cares for me ; to-night 1 am 
inclined to hope she does not.” He paced im- 
patiently up and down his room, “Io must be 
her’ marvellous volee which haa cast such a 
spell over me; to-morrow I shall be my usual 
sober self.” 

And yet, when he lay down to sleep, the face 
that haunted him was Leonie’s, and not Irene’s ; 
the eyes which seemed to burn Into his very soul 


He roze in the morning with an uncomfortable 
sense that he had not control over brain and 
heart, a restless longing to meet Leonle sgain, and 
to hear her voice cail him by his name. 

“ What fools we men are!" he said, savagely, 
and went downstairs. 


CHAPTER IL 
THe days passed swiftly and pleasantly with 


| the little party at the Cliff Hotel. There were so 


many excursionists in the place, every six days 
out of seven, that they had plenty of food for 
amusement and speculation. : 
Leoule was most fond of wandering cver the 
cliffs, and seemed, despite her apparent fragility, 


aise | never to be tired of therough climbing, Shehsd 


a steady head, alight. and sure foot; she needed 
no help along the stony ways, and her compauions 
her with wondering admiration, of whic 
she wae singularly unconselous, 

Theodors Maxwell epent much time in think- 
ing of her beauty, and marvelling what {t would 
be if the cloud could for an instant be Ufted from 
her face, and the sadness leave those wonderful 
eyes of hers, 

She never spoke of the prst or her friends, never 
referred to her former lifa, even Indirectly, and 
he felt there was a mystery about her which it 
would be well to solve before he commicted him- 
self to any declaration of love,. for it had come to 





that with him. 
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His past liking for Irene was all forgotten ; his 
thoughts, hia heart, his love were all with and 
for her companion. 

Irene saw that with a pang, but she sald 
nothivg, ovly nursed her grief in silence, which 
was vuvd wholly unmixed with anger egainst 
Theodore, and tried to be satiefied with Ayimer's 
society. 

* He Is always gentic and good to me,” she said 
to herself, as she sab alone, “ bub he, too, is 
evgrossed by Leonie, Oh ! if only I were beauti- 
ful!” 

From various causes they delayed visiting the 
stalactite caves, until Le Vhad been with them 
rather more than a fortnight ; aud at lash Aylmer 
aald it would be well to make a special arrange- 
ment to do so, or they would lose the pleasure 
entirely, as they were leaving in a few days for 
Clevedon, 

So on a bright morning they walked down to 
the cave, which goes by the name of its proprietor, 
a certain man yclept Cox; each was provided 
with a tiny lamp, the guide carrying half-a-dozen 
of the same fixed on a kind of tray at the end of 
a pole. 

There was a chain passing up some of the 
c‘vambers, to ald the steps of the uninitiated, and 
lrege, neglecting to remove her gloves, had 
them litera'ly worn from her hands by the friction 
vf the links as rhe grasped them. 

She went first with Aylmer, Leonie following 
with Theodore, 

“This is very strange, Miss Templeton |" 
said the latter. “ What wonderful formations 
these are!" touching a huge stalactite as he 
spoke. 

“Yes,” she answered, “and how weird 16 all 
is! The lights which scarcely serve to break the 
gloom, the chill, damp air, the utter isolation— 
it is like scene from the Arabian Nights.” 

‘Or one might Imagine we were in the Cata- 
combs |” 

The guide here turned, 

Please atoop very low, or your heads will 
suffer,” 

And they proseeded in single file, going 
almost upon ‘‘all fours.” But emerging into 
the next chamber they found it very large, and 
very lofty. The stalactites, too, had formed 
themselves into all fantastic shapes. There was 
the pareon in the pulpit, a poulterer’s shop, a 
lonf of bread; and, more wonderful still, a 
number of projections which, on being struck 
lightly with a stick, produced all the various 
notes of a peal of bells, 

The guide then proceeded to another chamber 
in which were little pools of water, giving fine 
reflections when » lamp was held over their 
darkness. Leopie was about to follow in Irene’s 
wake when Theodore caught her hand, and 
arrested her, 

Trembling she turned to him, and even in that 
dim light he saw she was ghastly white. 

‘*] have frightened you,” he said, in a 
whisper ; “ but why should the knowledge of my 
love make you afraid }” 

‘* Hush,” she said, sharply and tremulously. 
‘“*You have no right to address me in this way. 
I caunot listen to you.” 

“Why?” he questioned, abruptly. “ You 
are more dear to me than J can tell. I have 
not known you long, it is true, but I love you 
with all my heard, Will you be my wife, 
Leonie ¢” 

A bright flush stole to her cheeks, but ib died 
quickly out, 

“You do nob mean this,” she sald, tremn- 
lously, ‘‘Oh! it Is cruel to trifle with me! 
I am so helpless, so altogether ab your mercy—an 
unknown, friendiess gir), you rich in all that the 
world prizes, This is uomanly, Mr. Maxwell.” 

“You are making yourself unhappy without 
a cause, Leonie. I love you—I want you for 
my wife. What answer will you give me, 
darling } 

Then Aylmer’s voice called them, and she 
snatched her hand from his. 

“Let ua join them,” she said, agitatedly, 
“ You--you have surprised me ;" but from her 
manner Theodore derived hope that his suit 
would be encceseful, 

He had thrown everything to the winda—all 


thoughts of friends, and rank, and wealth for 

her sske—and surely ebe would uot turn a deaf 

ear to bis prayer! He followed her with a com- 

paratively light heart, and contrived by his gay 
to distract attention from her. 

She was heartily glad when they all issued 
from the cave, and pleading a headache she 
hastened to the hotel, and up to her own room. 
Then it was strange that she should fall on her 
knees, and weep in a quict, but beart-broken way, 
and prey in a whisper that Heaven would help 
her to do the thing that was right? There was 
no exaltation in her heart that she had won an 
honest man’s love, and only bitterest woe in her 
eyes and in her voice, althcugh she cried egsia 
“te 
gt | him. Oh! how I love him!” 

She rose suddenly, and taking a luck of curly 
brown hair from a tiny case kissed it many 
times, ]ovked down upon it with fond eyes, and 
ab a pictured face, . 

"My darliog! my darliug!” she whispered 
again, ‘forgive me, I am @ most unhappy 
woman.” 

In vain Theodore endeavoured to waylay her 
that day. She persistently avoided him ; would 
on no account be left with him. He attributed 
her avoidance to a girl’s natural shyness, and 
never for a moment guessed that she was terribly 
afraid of herself—thab she was nob strong 
enough then to an:wer, save as her heart dic- 
tated, 

The next.day came, and Mra. Rosevell began 
to prepare for the journey to Clevedon, Leonie 
persisted in lightening her labours; packed 
the trunks dexterously, and seemed anxious to 
stay by her. It was not until the eveniog that 
Theodore found her slone in the hotel gardeus. 
She turned to re-enter the house, but he stood 
before her, and barred the way. 

“This has gone on long enough, Leonie,’ he 
said, firmly. ‘I have been very patient, but I 
must have my answer now. Come with me to 
some p'ace where we can be quiet.” 

Toe authority fo hie voice and manner were 
not without efiect; she moved on by his side 
mechanically, and they mounted to a natural 
terrace where were some small and ivy-covered 
arbours. Selecting one the furthest removed 
from the gardens, Theodore motioned her to 
enter, There were a few folks below, laughing 
and chatting beside the fountains, but, to all 
intents and purposes, they were alone. Leonie 
sank upon the stone seat, her hands clasped 
tightly about her knees, and her eyes down- 
cast, The young man eat down beside her, and 
sought to possess himself of her hands, but she 
waa afraid lest his touch should make her weak, 
and so repulsed him, He heard her quick 
drawn breaths, saw the fitful colour come and 
go in her exquisite face, and his heart beat 
high with hope. 

** Leonie, my darling, what will you say to 
me?” he questioned. 

Her voice was so low when she answered as 
to be almost inaudible, 

“You have honoured me too far, Mr. Max- 
well ; and you have known me so short a time 
that you cannot be sure if the feeling you 
entertain for me fa love, It would be base to 
take advantage of your generosity and implicit 
trust.’’ 

“Not love?” he cried with a half laugh. 
“Why Leonie, you little witch, what else is it 
that bas made my days and nights restless and 
anxious, filled my thovghts with you, stirred 
me %o keener, quicker life? Love,” and he 
leaned nearer, " what is your reply }” 

"You know nothing of me or of my past,” 
she urged lamely, 

“I know enough to be sure there fs nothing 
shameful {n your life ; with that certainty I am 
content.” : 

How white she wae! how hardly she breathed ! 
Below, the fountains tinkled and the little water- 
fall brawled on ; the breath of mignonette came 
to them on the soft evening air, and from the 
cliffs there echoed the sound of gay laughter and 
merry speech. It seemed to the woman who 
heard and saw these things that she was goin 
mad. Suddenly she rose, and with a swift 





gesture that spoke only of deepair she said, — 





“Tt cannot be as you wish, Mc. Maxwel!, I—I 
thank you for the honour you have done me, 
but I cannot marry you. no more on the 
subject, please,” 

He, too, had risen, and now he grasped her 
— by the wrists and forced her to look at 

im. - 

*T will not this repulse,” he said, ae 
lewly as she h had spoken, “I love you, 
and will win you despite all opposition. I will 
not belleve that you are indifferent to me; 
Leonie ; but why if you love me do you send me 
away }” 

Her voice was broken with sobs as. she 
answered,— 

“You do not understand, and I-cannot, dare 
not explain, Oh! pray believe I can never give 
you any other reply than I now i om 

ly accept thie 


rejection without receiving some valid reason for 
it? My darling, wh you be so crnel to 
yourself and me, for 1 know you love me ft” 

Bulow, the waterfall brawled heedlessly on, 
and the happy lovers beut laughing and whie- 
pering ov® the tinkling fountains. The girl 
looked out one moment with strange eyes ; n 
suddenly she bows. her head aud wept as one 
whose heart ie breaking. 

** Let me alone,” she said ; ‘I loveyou. Oh ! 
yes, yes! I love you! Be content with thas 
knowledge. Go away ! ob, go away! How crue} 
you are to me!” 

He threw his arms about her, and kissed ber 
again and again, 

“You have confessed you love me, and I will 
never let you go. Tell me what obstacle there is 
in your fancy to our unfon? My darling heart, 
nothing can chazge or kill my pastlon for you— 
nothing short of your own actual and personal 
diegrace.” 

She shivered, though the flower-laden breeze 
was 80 warm, 

“Be merciful,” she pleaded, “I—I am Ml, 
and in your hands as weak a3 water; show me 
some com’ Bi 

He released her. 

“J will not press my suit unduly,” he said, 
“T will give you time for reflection. I am golng 
to Clevedon with the Rosavelis, after thet I join 
roy own family. I shall not see you again untli 
November—you shall give me a different answer 


“Ohi” she walled, ‘why will you indulge 
in foolish hopes? However long you wait—even 
if until we are both old—I should give you no 
other reply. Forget the words you bave spoken, 
as I pray you will soon forget me. Why cannod 
you love a woman your family would epprovef 
Why could you not thick of Rossvell *” 

le flushed slightly at the mention of Irene, 
but said swiftly, — 

“T have chosen once and forall, It ie bard 
(and you must understand that) to wait so long 
for you, but the thought that you will in the 
end be my owa will make the time seem short. 
Now, love, kiss me before you leave me—it is not 
much to ack |” 

She hesitated a moment, then went close to 


hin. 

“ Yes,” she sald, ‘I will kiss you now, whilst 
your heart is tender towards me—kise you fr 
the first and the last time, Oh! my dear, 
my dear !|—the last, last time |” 

She wound her arma about his neck, and drew 
down his head to her own level. She laid her 
lips to his then, whilst a bitter sob broke from 
her. She tried to speak but failed, She clung 
about him in a very madness of woe, because she 
knew only too well that this was the only moment 
in all her life when she might show him her 


love. 

“If ever,” she said, , “if ever you 
learn that~of me whish shall “disappoint and 
amaze you, and estrange your heart from we, 
try nob to condemn me too bitterly—make 
allowance for my loneliness and my 

Tell me what you mean by these dark say-— 
ee Berely an ney the been guilty of no 
“3S 4 ou ve 
crime. You, 0 Bratt all gentieness, can have 
wronged no other creature.” 





“ T have wronged no one,” wearily ; “ask me 
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no more, Now I am and I pray you 
always to remember that as [ have given you no 
encour t in the past so I give you no hope 
for the future. Iam so placed that I must live 
and die alone,” 

Without another word she turned and left 


him. 

=< for a little — a doubt of her goodness 
an ye troubled his peace; but the 
memory bee beaatifel face, with ite wistful 
and haunting eyes, upbraided him for his mo- 
mentary on, 

*She fe: morbid,” he thought, ‘‘and has 
known great sorrow, but she ie a good woman. 
Perhaps some of her people may have been guilty 
of a criminal offence ; but what bave I to do 
with them? I sban’t marry the aunts and 
uncles!” with a slight smile, and he did not 
po despalr of eventually winning Leonie to his 

estre, 

That night, when he est with Ay)mer, he 
broke a short silence by saying,— 

"Tthink it only right to tell you, Rwsvell, 
that to-night I asked Miss Templeton to be my 
wifel”  # 

In the pattse ihat followed Aylmer looked 
from the window, and but for the dim light 
Theodore would have seen the pale face had 
grown paler, and the lips twitched nervously, 

“ Have you nothing to say?” Theodore ques- 
tloned, somewhat impatiently. 

ae anewer did Miss Templeton give 
ou ” 

“She refused me emphatically. But I don’t 
despair, because she confessed at the same time 
she loved me, and her rejection is only caused 
by some scruples she has ocncerning her past,” 

“If it 46 for her happiness,” Aylmer said, 
slowly avd pafufally, “that she should marry 
you i trust you will overrule her scruples.” 

His voice was so laboured, eo heavy, his manner 
so changed, that Theodore suddenly lesned for- 
= and Jaying his hand upon his friend’s arm, 
said,— 

i not let me. think J am your rival, old 


“You are nob that,” steadily, '‘for I never 
have had any hope of wianing her; bud that 1 
love her—yes, thatia true,” 

“IT em very sorry,” Theodore muttered, 
feeling how commonplace hie words sounded, 
* but you will get over it, ‘Rossvell—al! men do,” 

Ay}wer emiled. 

“Not all men—I am not likely to forget my 
love or transfer it toany other woman. Talk of 
something else,” 

Tn the morning he and Irene went out across 
the cliffs, and then Aylmer began to tell her the 
story be had heard the previous night. He was 
afraid to look at her, because he knew what fee)- 
ing hey pm oma for Theodore. 

e m very quietly, but now and again 
8 little sob caught nih sans G and he saw that 
her handa clenched in her effurt to stifle 
her emotion aid her pain, When he finished he 
touched her gently, ‘ 

4 My dear,” he said, “we muet comfort each 
other ;” for I too, love her, and he will one da: 
win her for himeelf, Perhaps it ie better no,’ 
but he sighed heavily, 

T knew that or late this blow must 
fall,” Irene enid, tremuloualy, ‘' alt h I tried 
to decefye m with hopes which 1 knew were 
delusive ; ouly—only, I could nob bear to tell 
myself the truth, Ob, Aylmer! it is herd 
that she should have all the good things and I 
none. We have all played to cross purposes, 
and—and the game bas not proved pleasant,” 

Then her eyes flashed, and. her voice grew 
Pa with her pain and her memory of bygone 

s. 

He did love me once,” she cried, bitterly, 
4nd did his beet to make me return hia affec- 
tion! How ervel men are—how careless, how 
they wound ua.” 

And then, suddenly, her composure deserted 
her utterly, and ehe clung, weeping, to his arm, 

wish I had never seen him} I wish she 
an Dever come among us! I was happy until 

n,"? 


** You will not allow this to make any -diffe- 
rence in your regard for Leonie ?” 

“You can’t expect me to fee) any great affec 
tion for her under these ciroumstances ; but I 
will do my best to hide any change there may 
be in me from her. It is not her fault (1 know) 
that Theodcre hae—has deserted me, Ob, that 
I had one half her beauty |” 

“My dear, you are very pretty.” : 

“ Pretty !” scornfuilly, “in a simple, common: 
place way that has failed to please him, Let us 
go back, Aylmer; I have uo heart for anything. 
Ib seems as if the world hae changed suddenly. | 
use d to find it sopleasant, and now I hate it.” 

“The pain will grow less with time, my dear. 
You must be patient.” 


CHAPTER III. 


Events. which none of them could foresee, 
kept the Rosevells and Theodore Maxwell apart 
until the London season had begun, In the 
meanwhile life had _— on smoothly {at least 
apparently.so) with them all, 

But Leonie was conscious that the affection 
Trene had once had for her had sunk into {ndit- 
ference, which oo in its turn grow into dislike. 
Mee. iiosevell was invariably kind, but she was a 
woman of little character, and Leonie ofien 
thought if Irene chose she could turn her aunt 
agatnst her, 

Aylmer was the only one on whom she could 
rely for real friendship, real help. His gentle 
nature, his quiet, unaseuming manners wou her 
likirg and esteem, and she would have been sorry 
indeed to forfeit h's affection. 

She lived a secladed life, seeing very little 
society ; that was her own wish. She had no 
heart to be gay, to enter into the pleasures and 
frivolities usually so dear to the young and beau- 
tiful; and another consideration was that her 
wardrobe, though neat and good, wae unsuited to 
any festivity. 

Irene often wondered how she spent her 

liberal salary, for she seemed to buy no 
little finerfes, did not attempt to rep'enish her 


wardrobe. 

" She must be of a miserly disposition,” thought 
the girl, a trifle acornfully, ‘Ah, well, that 
matters nothing to me,’’ 

She did not like the evident mystery in Leonie’s 
life ; she wondered why she refused to speak of 
the last three years, and would only talk freely of 
her childhood. She longed to know the reason of 
her sadness—why her wonderful beauty should 
be marred by melancholy. But she did not dare 
to ask. Leonie had a way of checking curiosity, 
and looking down the questioner, 

Things were like this when early April came, 
and one morning Leonie found herse}f alone with 
Aylmer in the breakfast-room. 

He had been chatting to ber in his kindly, 
pleasant way, when euddenly she turned to him, 
and said 


Reece Why are you always so good to me?” 
The answer he made leapt unbidden to his 


Pr It fs because 1 love you, Leonie.” 

She shrank back from him, a look of pain and 
fear upon her face. Her strange eyes bad 
deepened and darkened, and she trembled 


greatly. 

“ Ob. bush!” she said, '' you should not have 
told me this,” 
“T was silent,” he answered, regarding her 
wistfully, “ I waa silent so lopg that I hoped 
always to remain so, I must have been mad to 
tell you what you are to me. But, Leonie, my 
darling, this shall make no difference to our 
friendship} I have always loved you, but in such 
a hopeless fashion that I never dreamed that any 
reward could be mine. So now let us resume the 
old friendly relations, or rather, ae I cannot be 
nearer and dearer to you, let me be your brother, 
an! protector, until such time as you go to 
axwell,”’ 
“ T shall never marry him cr any man,” she 
eald, aterdily, “ And, oh | had I known that you 
would enffer for my moet uhworthy sake I would 


That would not have helped me,’ smiling 
sadly. ‘‘ I loved you from the firat. My dear, I 
should not have epoken to you of my love; buta 
man cannot always control hie impulsés, or crush 
down bis passione, So forgive me, dear, end 
romise not to trust me less. I should like to 
ow that in any trouble you would come to me 
unhesitatingly for help—that you would feel f 
could not fail you 1” ~~ ? 

Oh, I do feel that,” she cried, and catching 
his hands in hers covered thew with her tears and 
kisses, ‘1 would thavk you on my knees for al} 
your goodness, all your love ; I would suffer much 
to prove my gratitude! Heaven bless you !—oh, 
Heaven blees you |” 

She seemed to shiver away from him then, and 
there was @ wild look in the amber eyes, He 
let her go, and she moved to an open win- 
dow. 

He did not seek to follow her. Hestood where 
she had left him, goziug at her with yearning love. 
Presently she turned to him, 

“Oh, my friend—my friend! what ehall I eay 
toyou? Tell me, is it pain for you to see meday 
by day, to meet me at every hour? And, oh! if 
it is eo, I will go away, and by absence try to 
repair the harm I have unwittingly done.” 

‘* By so doing you would make my life mosb 
miserable, I should reproach myself, because I 
had robbed you of a home and friends. No, my 
dear, let me look on your face, and hear your 
voice, anticipate and minister to your wants until 
you ‘eave my care for Theodore’s.” 

“ How unlike a man you are in your unselfish- 
ness!” she cried, “ Ob, I will be all obedience 
to your wiehes ; your pleasure shal! be mine.” 

He moved towards her, and stwod beside ber, 
How fair she was, this woman who was not for 
him-—-and how sad! What misery had he ever 
seen like to that which darkened her eyes, and 
shadowed her face | 

He took her «mall ringlers hands fn his, He 
held them faet, and as he pressed them in hfe 
own he registered a silent vow never to leave or 
foreske her, never to love her leas—to give up his 
whole life, if need were, to do her service, 

Then he stooped and kisved the trembling 
fingers, and murmured some words that seemed 
to biess her, and before she could speak {a grati- 
} tude and thanks he was gone. She sank Into 4 
| cheir, and covered her eyes, and moaned lke one 
in pain, 

The sun shone upon the golden glory of 
her hair, the warm soft tiats of her complexion 
lit lovingly upon her bowed form; but she 
seemed unconscious of warmth and light as she 
crouched there praying and weeping, imploring 
that Theodore would forget her, for she felt thet 
to refuee him a second time would be almost 
beyond her strength. 

Then she cried on Aylmer. It seemed to her 
fo that hour that he was the beneficent spirit of 
her life—her guardian angel. 

Then she thought of another, who lived by her 

labour, who was near and dear to her, and had 

such @ juet claim upon her love and care, 

“Tt would be best for us both,” she said in her 

heart, “if we were dead, Te world fs too full 

of rorrow and wrong to give any Leed to ours, I 

wish we were doad!-—oh, with all my soul 

I wish it 1” 

Two days later Theodore Mexwell presented 

himself at Mra, Rossvell’s town house, He wore 

the look of a confident wooer, but showed some 

embarrassment when Irene entered the room 

where he was, 

She, however, quickly relfeved his confusion by 
ting hica in a most matter-of-fact way, and 

he could not guess that afterwards she went away 

to weep as if her heart would break. 

He did not see Leonie until the following day, 

when Aylmer contrived they should be alone. 

There was such evident fear in her eyes that he 

said,— 

‘*} shall nod press you for an answer to-day ; 

it would be uafavourable.” 

She made a gesture of weariness. 

“You bave not forgotten, Mr, Maxwellf” 

“T told you I should not. I dé not easily 

change ; and 1 kacw that as you loved me once 

you love me snow. Why are you so afraid of 








“Aylmer soothed her os best he might ; and 
When she had grown calmer, sald snziovziy,— 





have gone away long since |” 


met” 
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*] aw not afraid of you, but of myself. You 
are 80 stroog, lam « weak, and ail my heart 
cries out for you. Bad wh! believe me, that, if 
you wait for @ lifetime, I will give you no aneweor 
different to rhe oue | ave at Cheddar.” 

“Tam not faint hearted; 1 can wait and 
hope.” 

Then Mrs, R:s-vell eutered, and there was no 
further opportunity for speech 

Two or three daye wore hy, and then Theo- 
dore had oceasion to gv to Stuke Newington. Be 
had transacted his business and waa walking 
towards the Dalston Junction wher he saw a 
figure before him which looked strangely like 
Leonie. 

He hastened his steps and etrove to overtake 
the girl ; he caught the gleam of golden hair un- 
derneath the large black hat, and felt assured 
none bat Leonie could boaad such rippling couasses, 
He was surprised to see her in the neighbour- 
hood, but glad to think he would have her to 
himself fora time, Aud jush when be was so 
sure of overtakivg her she paused a moment at a 
door, then, opening it, disappeared, 

He was bewildered ; Lacnie had no friends, 
what was she doing here? The house was 
small, but neat and clean. He walked up and 
down & long while, but the girl he had followed 
did not reappesr; and at Isat he persuaded 
himself he was mistaken, and taking train re- 
turned to the more fashionable quarter of 
London, 

He went at once to the Rosevelle, and was 
there told that Leonie had been oub owo or 
three hours, His heart sank with undefined 
fear. 

He would have bem considerably astonished 
could he have seen bow she was employed at 
that very hour. She was sivring on a rug before 
& fre in a small room; ove arm was thrown 
about a beautiful boy, apparently between two 
and three years old; with ber right hand she 
was duvilding up a house of bricks, A little re- 
moved from rhec sat an old woman, looking on 
with sad en pitying eves 

‘He grows, Miss Leonie, doeen’t he?” she 
paid, after a pause. 

"Yee; and he ie so bright and bonny. Oh, 
nurse, puree! if he were only like other chil- 
dren! He ie so beautiful, eo winning, he should 
be happy. But there is no such thing 2s happi- 
ness in this world.” 

“Poor chiid !” said the cld woman, leaning 
forward and smoothing Leonle’s hair with 
tender hand. Poor child! you have found it 
hard enough.” 

The girl seemed not to heed her; she sud- 
denly caugh» the boy in her arms and ki-sed him 
many times. 

“‘Oh, Lenny, Lenny! my darling, my poor 
darling! Bailey, he knows me only as the 
"pretty lady ;” and when he grows up perhaps 
he will hate me,” 

‘No, no, my pretty one, that can never be, 
Cheer up, Mise Leonie, there must be better 
times. before you; and one day Lenny will be 
a comfort te you. Ob, that your poor father had 
lived |" 

“T eay that te myself a hundred time: a day ; 
and mamma, dear mamma, who never gave me a 
barsh word, On! thank Heaven she died before 
—before——” 

**Say no more, love; I underetand what you 
mean,” 

Leonie felt the pressure of two small arms 
about her ueck, and a little warm face laid 
agalaet her cheek. 

“Why oo cry!’ Ts oo fl?” asked Master 
Lanny, tn hie vhildish voice, 

Leonie lifted hie face between her hands and 
looked intently into it. 

*T ami uot ill, darting, only very sorry because 
I must ieave you soon.” She turned her beau- 
tifal eyes towards Bailey. ‘“ Look at hint well, 
Bailey ; thank Hesven there is vod a trace of 
his father in him, On! fT thought he would 
live to follow his vices, break some woman's 
heart, aud Jeave her to her shame—as his father 
did—aa his fasher did !—-I think I could kill him 
now and here, despite his loveliness and winsome 
waye. Now, Lenuy, [ot me put away the bricks 
aad undress you ; it is time for bed,” 








And then she took him on her kneés and her 
bright hair mingled with his dark curls. 

When she had taken off and folded his clothes 
she bade him koeel down, and liftiog his tiny 
hands between her own, murmured the words of 
a childish prayer, which he repeated in a emall, 
clear treble, 

Then she lifted him in her army, and carried 
him upstairs, where was a dainty white cot. She 
laid him in it, and, kissing him many times, 
turned away weeping quietly, 

Downetairs she regained her calmness, and, 
taking out her purse, tendered Mre. Bailey some 
money, 

Tho old woman drew back with a hurt look. 

‘Why will you always insist) upon paying me, 
Miss Leonie, for what ts a labour of love? I 
have enough for bis wants and for mine,” 

Leonie shook her head. 

‘You must keep to my terms, nurse, or I 
must place him elsewhere ; and then I should fret 
bitterly, not knowing how he would be treated, 
Now, gvuod-bye, and I will come egain as soon as 
I dare, Ob! Heaven bless you for all your kind- 
ness,” 

Then they kiesed each other, and Leonie left 
the house, hastening away fa the direction of 
Daleton Junction. 

To was almost dark when she reached the Ross- 
vella, aud a cold rain had begun to fall ebarply ; 
iired and wet, she crept away to her room, meet- 
ing Mre. Roasvell on the stairs. 

* You are very late, Mies Templeton ?” she 
said, in a tone of mild rebuke, “ Aylmer has 
been anxious about you, Please make haste 
dowa, as we are waiting dinner.” 

Leonie ran away, and presently appeared in the 
dising-room, pale but composed, Her eyes were 
very weary, her voice languid, and Aylmer, lean- 
ing towards her, said, — 

* You have exerted yourself too greatly. 
Another day, when you wish to take a long ex- 
cursion, you must have the carriage out.” 

The tears sprang to her eyes, and she could not 
look at him. 

“Oh,” she said, faintly, ‘I don’b deserve such 
kindness and consideration, but it fs pleasant to 
receive it,” : 

“Aylmer,” eald Irene, *‘Mr, Maxwell came 
here this afternoon, He says his cousin is about 
to return home, and he hopes to bring him here 
next week. He hag been absent from Hoagland 
five years.” 

“Tf his cousin resembles Theodore he will 
find much favour with us,” 

The next morning Theodore presented himself 
again at the house, and had a few moments 
tHe-a téle with Leonie. 

“T was ab Stoke Newiogton yesterday,” he 
said, watching her intently, 1 

The hot colour leapt to her face, but she merely 
remarked that {ft was a “growing place,” and 
continued her work. 

“You speak as though you had some acquaint- 
ance with the saburb !” 

“Tam not wholly ignorant of it,” atid then she 
tract his eyes steadily. 

Surely, he thought, despite ‘her mysterious 
manner, she had nothing of moment to conceal, 
So he said, sirity,— 

“ By the bye, I started yesterday on a wild. 
goose chare. Going to the Juuction I saw before 
me's Jady, whose figure and carriage made me for 
4 time imagine she was you. I followed her, but 
ehe disappeared into a small house.” 

Justa slight pause, then Leonie said, quietly,— 

“T think you were not mistaken. I went to 
Stoke Newington in the afternoon to visit come 
friends.” 

“ | thought I understood you had no friends?” 

That being the cave you should copgratu- 
late me upon the fach that I'am not wholly 
desolate,” she remarked, carelessly, . * 

And she knew when she looked into his face 
that her canddur had helpad her more than an; 
subterfuge would have done, and “that his ol 
trust in her was restored. : 

But when he was gone, and ehe was alone again, 
shé hid her face upon ber work, and cried out 
that she was a wicked woman, and « hypocrite, 


and prayed for streogth to fight out the battle 
before her, 


The days wore by slowly, and Theodore did 
not come again until a week had pawed, 
was unfelgoedly thankful for the respite bis 
absence gave hor from wearying conflicts and 
fears, 

lo seemed to ber sometimes that her courage 
and resolution must break down, and then’she 
would think would ft nob be bést to leave the 
shelter of Aylmer’s roof, to go away to some 
place where they could never find her 
ouly at the last’ her heart would fail ber because 
of Lenny, so she stayed. % 

One day, when she had been on a shopping 
expedition for Mra, Rossvell, she’ met Irene 
fesuivg from the houses, < ete: 
} © What a ploy you were absent this moratag 2” 
the latter said, a trifle apres: ‘My, Max- 
well bas been here with his cousin }-the former 
seemed disappointed at finding you nob at home.” 

Leonie ignored her last words, and queationed 


“Dee > the latter séeiien our sxpedtaldons #” 
oes 

"Yes, and no. He is a doniatly handsome, 
but I dislike him,” and she pasved on. ' 

There was no confidence between the girls, so 
that during the day neither referred to either 
Theodore or his cousin; but when they were all 
sitting in the dusky drawing-room that evening 
Aylmer sald, = wage A 

“ Mother, I've invited s couple of friends to 
dine with ua to-morrow, I hope you have no 
other engagement ?”* : 

“Ob, no, . And who are your friends, my 
dear?” 

“Only Maxwell and Fergus Darrell. By the 
way, Irene, the latter admires you ‘a 

Tuere came a low, but exceedingly bitter, cry 
from Leonie’s distant corner ; it startled: them 
a!l, and when it was followed» by a sob, Aylmer 
atarted forward. 

* Leonie—Miss Templeton—are you ill?" 

'* Yes, yes,” and she staggered to her fest, her 
hand pressed hard against her side, ‘Do not 
touch me, don’t speak, let me go to my room.” 

Oh, the avgaish in her lovely voice! Ob, the 
agony on the white face not even the gloaming 
could hide ! ' : 

She tried to reach the door; but trembled sc 
greatly she seemed about to fall, Aylmer passed 
bis arm about her, and helped her on her’ way. 
Outeide her room he paused. She cffered him 
no thanks, only shrank away, with her bacd 
upon the latch. ; 

**T will eénd Mra, Rossyell to you,” he eald. 
“Tam afraid you are very ill; you must really 
have advice,” 

She forced a smile, © 

“No, no; to-morrow I shail be well. It is 
only an old—a very old pain, Don'd’ trouble 
Mra, Rossvell to come upI am best alone ;" 20 
she went in aud closed the door behind her. 
When the sound of his steps bad dled away ebe 
threw herself upon her bed, and set her teeth 
hard to keep down the shricks that rose from 
her heart, and sought toeseape her lips, 

She rolled and writhed in her lonely anguleh, 
and at firat could find no word to say, no prayer 
to pray, She looked her future in the face and 
saw that it was evil; but even In that hour, 
when a voice whispered within her that the time 
would soon come when Theodore should hate and 
desplee her as then he loved her, ber thoughts 
turned to Lenpy, the little’ one, who was co 
hel without her. ; 

Ee ust she sat up, and pushed the heary hair 
from her brow. ' ” 

“Oh!” she eaid, in an futense whisper, he 
has found me—he, my enemy and Lenny’! Ob, 
is may sin so great there ia po forgivences for me! 
—no peace or joy fn all the @ays to come f 
Hesven have mercy u me!” and, moaning, 
she hid her face in hands “Oh!” she 
murmured, ‘that I should hate bim now 43 
once I loved him! He is cruel ‘and false ; but 
surely, surely, for the eake of theold days and 
becauee of the evil he has wrought, he will keep 
my secret, and not drive me from my pleasant 
home!” 


1 


past when she had bees afraid of her own happi- 
ness; when she had worshipp:d the man she 





now loathed and feared; when she bad been his 





Then she thought of the days in the long ago 
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te o r a a 
love, bis sl4ve, waithog upon his every look and who had so long befriended her. The aiterna- 


gesture with mute aud tender observance, 

Oh, the frony of fate! that the man she had 
joved and the man she now loved should be con-" 
nected by ties of blood, aud that even friendship 
between herself and Theodors was now impos- 
sible? 


the reason of her sudden incieposition, and how 
long it would be before they heard her story, 
drove her with scorn from their midst t 

She need not have feared ; her friends did not 
eounect her fllness with the mention of Fergue 
Darroli’s name, Mrs, Rozsvell only sald “it was 
a great pity Mies Templeton was so very dell- 
cate ;” and whileb Aylmer thought yearningly of 
her, she knelt in her silent room, her lips pressed 
close to Lenny’s pictured face, her teara falling 
fast on that one little lock of hair |” 


OHAPTER IV, 


she lived in terror: Warly in the 
Bailey. 


Tux next 
morning she’: ied a note to Mrs, 
telling her briefly what had happened. 
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excuse herself from a) but Mra, Rossvell 
seemed: so vexed that she not press the | 
point. So she went down first, hoping Fergus 
would enter his surprice: ab 
tnessed by 


A false or careless might ruin her 
for ever, “ 
She looked pale, but not lesslovely. Her 


hen Mra, Rossvell entered with Theodore, 
aud Leonie shivered, wondering what would be 
the end; then came Aylmer, followed by Irene 
followed by a tall, falr, handsome man, with eyes 
like purple hyacinths. She sab atill, hardly 
daring to breathe ; wishing passionately that the 
ordeal was over, and she knew her fate, 

"Oh! Mr, Darrell,” said Irene’a sott voice, 
“I must Introduce you to Miss Templeton,” and 
she drew him towards Leonle. As she uttered 
the pame he gave a little ag ewe start, and 
Trene anid, “Of courses Mr. Maxwe 
to you of her—ehe will seem no stranger.” 

"Of course,” he answered, with the teady 
aseurance of a man of the world, “ and I shall be 
very glad to meet the lady ;” but his eyes gave 
the lie to his worda, only Lene. was not looking 


into them, 

As they drew near her, Leonie rose; her 
wonderful face wae as white as the lilies Irene 
wore, &nd one hand hung clenched at her side, 
but, as they looked steadily each Inte the other's 
‘ace, she bowed and forced herself to smile, He 
toede tome commonplace, courteous remark, and 
thea they took their seat. 

““ What « deucedly plucky girl she is,” thought 
Fergus Darrell, with grudging admiration, “ but 
she must be removed from here. Jealtusy plays 
curious pranks with women, and I don’t intend 
the should spoll my running with little Irene, 
Whats pretty child she fs !—and it’s high time 
T married, and setvied down on my estate.” 

Then he turned to Irene and began to talk 
well and brilliantly, although the young lady 
gave him scanty encou mt, having con- 


She began to wonder if the Rossvells suspected | 5...” 


some, witty, wealthy, but she detected a false 
ring in his , something fosincere in his 
smile ; and he had nothing good to say of any 
creature he chose to discuss, Once lifting her 
eyes to his, she sald,-— 

“You are very uncharitable, I fear, Mr. 
Darrell, I should not like you to criticise 


we, 

“To you I should bea moat lenient critic, even 
had you many fanits,” and he sald ib in a tone 
that implied she had none, 

Anxious to turn the conversation into another 
channel, she asked,— 

y Task your opinion of Miss 
Templeton? Don’t you consider her beauty 
perfect ?” 

He gave her a Hotle startled glance, but finding 
she had spoken in a'l innocence he answered, 
with a drawl,— 

“ Amber eyes, yellow hair, and a branette com- 

are gcarcely good in conjunction. No, I 
most distinctly do not like her ;” and yet only 
three years ago he thought her the lovellest of 

the maidens of M |,» bad had no reat until 
learned her name, and where she lived—until 
had made the; poor, helpless, ianocend. child 

abject alewe t 

Did no thought of the past, in which he had 
tent eruel and vile a part, come to torment 

as he sat locking on the face he had made 
sai—the woman whose life he had wholly 
blighted ? 
Fig } gpl prea oy for By d and, when 

ad grown weary Leonie longed for 
freedom and hated her. Now it seemed to him 
she atood between him aud possible happiness, 
and he hated-ber the more. Oh! the shame of 
ig. !—-the shame of ip! That he should bave no 
ruth on the broken heart, and.the spoiled life | 

- Irene spoke again, 

sorry you do not admire her, as Mr, 
hopes one day to make her his wife |” 
“What! «He would never’ be such’ a fool? 


| Lmean—I beg your pardon and bers ; but with 
Theodore’s ns 


ntages’ he might do so much 
What doses he know of her former 


“ Wone of us know very much more than that 
she is an orphan and friendless, Aylmer was the 
means of introducing her to us.’’ 


“Then she is a protege of his? How ex-- 


tremely. interesting $’’ Fergua: Darrell said, with 
a half-concealed meer. ‘Has ‘he, too, fallen a 
victim to her many charms }” 

Irene flushed slightiy ; she’ did not like his 


tone. . 

‘* There would be emall wonder if he did, 
seeing she is aa accomplished as she Ie beavti- 
ful, ‘and has a sweet disposition, too, though 
melancholy,” 

“You praise generously, Mise Rosevell,’’ he 
sald, looking into the soft brown eyes. ‘* Do you 
know Iam wondering how Theodore could be so 
blind as not to eee your loveliness, and covet it 
for bimeelf 1” 

“ Mr. Darrell, your compliments are very ful- 


has spoken |.£ome,” she remarked, coldly, “They border on 


ili-taste,”’ and she turned a very flushed face 
upon him. ~ 

She certainly was very pretty then in an almost 
infantile way, and the admiration Darrell felt for 
her increaged. ‘He had always been courted and 
made much of by the women ; and that this little 
girl should evinee a dislike to him was a new ex- 

ience and he was determined to overcome it. 
ith such men oa he opposition only inflames, 
and not unfrequently endows the object of their 
so-called love with mapy fabvlows virtues and 
graces. Yow see, id is only possession which robs 
ae thing of ite worth, 

Bat there was Leonie to be thought of, and 
she might prove a formidable enemy, might fras- 
trate all his plane, Yes, at avy risk she must be 
removed. He fancied he knew her character 
thoroughly, and remembering all her love, all her 
devotion, told himself that even if he did disclose 
her secret to the Rossvells she would hold her 
peace sconce: his share in that old story of 
wrong and deceit, He must see her and make 
conditions with her, She should leave her pre- 





ceived a violent dislike to him. He was hand- 





sent home, and hold no Intetcourse with those 





tive would be exposure, ‘ 

So when, looking round later in the evening, 
he did not see her in the room, he roee end went 
to the Ilttle bagi grt hoping to’ find her 
there. Instincd guided him aright; Leonie was 
ras sartopinl attitude, her chin sunk upon 


m, 

Hearing his step she looked up, then rove and 
stood white and rigid, waiting for him to joia 
her. In the glance he gave her ehe read ouly 
hate and aversion, and a shudder passed over her. 
Involuntarily she clenched her hands and sed 
her teeth, for she kuew the man’s nature toe 
well to credit him with mercy. 

“T want h Bes os to you. QOan we be alone 
here 1” he »felly, She merely bowed, nob 

to trust her voice, 

**T was disagronably surprised to meet you 
again, and here of all places,” he: began, and she 
interrupted in swift, low tones,— 

The meeting is nob of my seeking, TI should 
wish the whole world to be between us, What 
can you-have to say to me after three long years 
of allence and neglect ?” 

**T've no time to waste fa reprosches and no 
fnelination. Is it true what the Rorevells say, 
that Theodore wishes to marry you ?” 

“Tt ts true,” with a flush of triumph in the 
midet of her hamtiiation. 

“That shall never be, You shal! not eully his 
name or sit in the place where tow his mother 
reigns. You have forfeited al! right to bis love, 
all Hight to auch a poeltion as he could lift you 
to. 


She winced under his words, but answered 
8 eal 
“You do well, Fergus Darrell, to remind me of 
thesé things, but it is like you, a: ¥ lesrned too 
late, But do you remember so little of mo that 
can believe I would units my lot with hie 

e my diagrace under cover of his name? f 
love him, as once] dreained Hloved you, 1 love 
him a thoursandfold more passionately than he 
doer me, bat I will not merry bim.” 

He laughed sardonteslly,-— 

“That you certainly will not. I would not 
allow it. Of course if he chose to do so, after 
hearing your story, he would do fb ob his own 
rick ; but I know him wel! enovgh to be sure 
that he would never msrry a woman who has 


| been what you were.” 


‘Even her lips were white, bat she sald, 
steadily, — 

“ What is {b you want of me!” 

“T inset that you leave the Rossvells with all 
possible speed, and without tellivg them any- 
thing of the past, © f don’t suppose you ara proud 
of it. Tintend making Irene Rosavell my wife, 
cousequently you must feel your companionship 
is ‘the last I should desire for her.’ 

“T am carning an honest livelihood, If I 
leave here I must starve or eat the bread of 
charity; I will do neither. The time bas long 
gene by when I was your slave, obeyivg your 
every whim, and believing you could do no 
wrorg. So elect to stay, but I will say nothing 
of what has past, as much for my sake as 


"You defy me!” he cried, in suppressed 
tones, “ You will do well'to reconsider your de- 
clsion 5 remember, I can rain you utterly.” 

“In doing so you will injure your own cause, 
Oh! show me some mercy, tome pity, for the 
sake of the love you once professed for me—for 
the sake of my lierle child.” 

She drooped low then, and ‘put up her hands 
to hide the shame upon her face. 4 

“The child lives then?” he questioned, 
harshly. 

Yes, and, thank Heaven, growe each day less 
like you.” 

“You are complimentary, madam. Pray, 
may I ask what you have done with the delec- 
table infant?” 

“ What other women in my position are com- 
pelled to do.” 

He stood silent » moment, then said,—- 

* Look here, Leonie, you know very well what 
manuer of man I am; that I will bave my 
desires gratified at any cost, that I never forgive 
the man or woman who thwarts them. You 
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know, too, I can do you incalculable harm, which 
must reach the child too, You had best go 
away. I will recompense you for the loss of 
your situation. I fancy a hundred pounds would 
do that handsomely. Do you accept?” 

“No, I do not,” she said, in a sudden flash of 
terrible anger. “Go your way, and I will go 
mine ; I will not molest you by word or deed. I 
ask nothing of you, and I will concede nothing ; 
and be careful how you act towards me in the 
future, because I am a desperate woman, and 
might take such terrible revenge upon you as 
you cannot dream.” 

She had drawn near to him, her eyes blaziog, 
her nostrils dilated, ber lips quivering. 

*'Tigresa |" he eaid, with bitter scorn; “ what 
possible harm could you do me! Your revenge 
would only recoil upon yourself. A word from 
me will lose you your lover, and the esteem of 
the Immaculate Aylmer ; will make you an out- 
cast and a creature for all honest women to 
loathe and shun, Go your way; run on to the 
end of your tether, and then acknowledge, when 
ruin comes, that it would have been well to 
accede to my demands.” 

He turned and left her, and she watched him 
go with burning hate in her heart, and a pas- 
alonate determination to hold her own a t 
him to the bitter end. 

There was little Lenny to ba considered, and 
Balley’s income was so small that, without the 
addition of Leonle’s salary, the child at times 
might suffer privations. So for two reasons sha 
elected to stay on, although she went in fear and 
trembling leat each day should be her last in this 
quiet home, where she had found so much kind- 
ness, 

Ip added nob a little to her burden that 
Theodore was now a constant visitor, that he 
spoke and looked his love so opanly that it waa 
So to all. Atsuch moments it seemed to 

er she must cry out or go mad; and all the 
while she knew those cruel purple eyes were 
bent upon her in strong diafavour and contempt. 

Fergus Darrell made no progress in hia woo- 
ing, and he attributed his non-succeas to Leonie’s 
ro ded with Irene. He really loved the latter, 
as much as was possible to a man of bie tuor- 
dinately selfish character, and he determiued to 
have his revenge upon Loonie, to draw her away, 
ao that she should nob’ poison Irene’s mind 
against him. 

False and suspicious himself, he would not even 
credit Irens’s etatement (in reply to his queetion- 
ings) that Leonie had never upoken of him ; and 
he began to insinuate that Miss Templeton was 
not all she seemed. He created her with scant 
courtesy, aud hinted she was an unfit com- 
panion for “one so pure and good as Mis 
Rosavell.” 

To do Irene justice, she strove to disbelieve 
all these things, aud to continue on friendly 
terms with Leonie; bat the leaven of Darrell’s 
malice was working all too wel!, both upon Irene 
and her aunt, and Leonie was not alow to notice 
the growing coldness of their manner, and, 
noticing It, to agitate herself with doubts and 
fears. 

Sometimes Fergus waylaid her, always with 
the same request, aud always receiving the same 
answer, He had not expected this resolution in 
her, because in the old days she had been so 
aubeervient; but then he had loved her, or had 
professed to do so, which fe much the same thing 
with a ljarge majority of men; and she—well, 
she had simply vorshipped him, belng young and 
innocent—and, ch! so ensily deceived by his 
sophistries. Now‘ she hated him, and in that lay 
the whole gist of the matter, 

One dey, finding her alone, he said, roughly;—— 

‘How much longer is this state of affairs 
to goon? My patience Is nearly exhausted.” 

She smiled bitterly. 

“Tt is for you to say how long you will per- 
secute me, make my days terrible, and my nights 
sleepless, because of shame and fear. If you 
mean how long shall I remain here, I answer, 
until you drive me away. For your own sake 
you will not do that.” 

He laughed coareely, 


(Continued on page 204.) 
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CHAPTER XXXVII. 


Lucrizg, close against the door outside, caught 
low, pasefonate raarmurs from within in her mis- 
treas’s voice, and that she was pouring 
out her heart's wild grief in the insensate cars of 
the unconscious maan. It was pitiful, and tears 
overflowed her eyes. 

For some time the low murmuring continued, 
then all grew as still as death. 

She waited awhile, then fearful that the lady 
had fainted again, opened the door and went softly 
in. 


Godfrey Rae lay still and silent, just apes | 

breathing, as before, and Mrs. G a 

= Se bent down, resting upon the patient's 
She motioned Lucille to; her side, saying, 


gently : 

‘* You may share my vigi!, Lucille, and because 
I know this seems strange to you, I will confide 
in you. We loved each other very dearly once, 

man and I, but a wicked woman came 
between us and wrecked m — I tried 
to hate him, but now ) is the 
old love risee in me again, and my heart Is - 


That was all ; bat she kaew she waseure of the 
pay pat age g marvel. t the utter wecitiiee 
: : ight a ‘ 
down of boat remanent pani ge ated 
bub she would love her better for her constancy 
and her womanly tenderness, 

So they kept their lonely vigils by the sufferer, 
who for twenty-four hours gave no sign of know- 
ing aught, until they began to fear that he would 
pees into the other world without « sign or token 
to those left on earth. 

Mre. Croft had been told that an old friend of 
ber brother would help to nurse him ; but when 
she saw that it wae Mre. Gascoigne, she was filled 
with secret wonder that found expression In the 
words : 

“* He never told me that he knew you, madam ; 
but I do not see how he could have forgotten one 
like you.” 

Mrs, G smiled with transient bitterness, 
but made no reply to the frank compliment, only 
showing ber appreciation of it by simple, un- 
affected kindness to the grieving sister. 

The night and the day wore away, and in the 
early duxk of the December eve Godfrey Ras aud- 
denly opened his eyes with fall consclousness in 
them, and mec the eager glance of large, dark sor- 


rowtul orbs, 
“* Ob, Godfrey, itis I—-Marioni Dv you know 
me?’ she murmured, prayerfully. 

In a broken whisper, he answered : 

“ T know you.” 

Then his eyes clozed again, and with a 
= aob, Mra, Gasovigne sent Lucille to tell the 

octor, 

He hastened to his side, delighted to find that 
his patient bad rallied ; but he whispered to the 
anxious watcher : 

“T do not dare bid you hope anything from 
thie, The case is most uncertain.” 

She bowed her head in eilence ; but from that 
moment not a movement of the invalid passed un- 
watched, 

He had recovered his consciousness, bub the 
doctor saw in him as yet no certaiu chance of 
recovery. He was very atill and quiet, speaking 
only when addressed, and lying alwaya with half- 
closed eyes that seemed to notice nothing, As 
times they opened wider and followed Mrs, 
Gascoigne’s movements about the room, but 


he did not permit her to su that scrutiay. 
She was tender, but very scarcely darin 
to offer the least attention, lest it ba peri 4 


There rang in her memory always some words he 
had uttered long ago : 

** Marion, you have put upon me an unmerited 
disgrace and s cruel wrong. I will never forgive 
you as long as I live!” 

Again, in the garfen at Idlewild, three years 
ago, he had said to her most bitterly : 

* Do not think I have come to forgive you |” 





She had never forgotten the bitterness of those 
words, They dazed her, too, for in her own 
opinion she had been the only wronged one, he 
the tran gressor. 

He was going out of life now, and she read in 
his ailence that he would keep his word, that for 
the ce he cherished he would not grant 
Ty civber would he pleed th her for pardon for 

wi for 
the wrong that he had done. she toi 
Reger sy ant asia’ otty’s 
endured her presence for'told a 
sake, while secretly wishing heraway. 

** God help me, I cannot bear to leave him” 
she thought, d ly. 

The next m 

Lillah and her aunt had a most affecting meet- 
ing, it was the elder woman who broke 
down and forced the other to tears. ~ 


quickly : 

" Go to him as soon as you can, dear. Perhaps 
it may give him some pleasure to see you by him 
now. Ba kind and teader—for the sake of old 
days.” 

* And you, mother?” 

“ I have done what I could—for duty’s sake.” 

“ Only for that?” he wondered, but dared not 
oe — her od seek Mr, teatiine 

tween two was & 
ing—a strange one for two men who ene ay 
re age to Larbour resentment against 
other, : 

Brian was nob ashamed to shed tears when he 
saw that helpless form and pallid face with 
the bandaged head. His voice trembled while 
he talked, and Mr. Rae’s replies were low and 

ntle, 

“ Thave kept very quiet. I have saved my 
strength till you and Lillab came. I.felt I would 
have much to bear then,” he sald, feebly. 

Brian answered hopefully : 

“‘T have good news for you. Lillah has 8 
mised to marry my cousin ea Cathcart, Per- 
haps she migh» bear to know our secret now.” 

** Perhaps eo,” he replied, with a heavy sigh ; 
and just then the door opened esftly ad- 
yard Mra. Croft with her daughter and Madame 

taire, 


Brian drew aside and returned to his mother, 
who was atill alone, having sent Lucille to help 
with the wounded woman just across the hall— - 
Eama Goring. 

Mra, Gascoigne clung to her son, whispering 
wildly : 
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that 
bim 1” 
nothing more, dear 


‘Are you eure—quite sure? for Darcy 
hinted them to marry. 
And she is so charming-—perbape he loves her, 


“No, mother are nothing but friends, 
~ ys Si Clouse, tsb ab Sell gee 


He drew her to a seat, and went over the sad 
had given him, drawing 
bright tears from his mother’s eyes. 
knocked at the door. It was 
y 


patient, Mr. Rae,” he 


that he wishes to communicate he dies, 
and he begs you and your son to join him ab 
once with the others,” 


CHAPTER XXXVIH; 


Govrrey Raz's haggard eyes marked the en- 
trance of the doctor and the Gascolgues, and he 
said, feebly,— 

“ Are you all here, Lillah, Brian, his mother, 
~~ am and my kind friend, Madame Sol- 


“They are all here,” Doctor Deane replied ; 
and Mr, Rae continued,— 

*T should like Mr, Cathcart to be present, too 
—and Mrs. Gascoigne’s maid. She may need 
her ministrations in a dying scene, Yon, too, 
doctor, I would like to have stay if you can 
bear the disclosure of family secrets.’ 

The old doctor answered, genial or 

“ T haye no wish ot lap faialiy eserdha, but 
It Is best that I should stay, that I may render 
aaslatance should you overtax your feeble 

werk,” 

They brought Darcy Cathcart and Lucille, and 
there were elght of them forming a cuflous, 
anxious group about the bed. 

Across the hall, gasping for breath, and tossin 
restlesely from aide to side in the pain of Intern 
fojuries, was 8 woman who wonld have taken as 
great an Interest as avy In the novel scene tran- 
spiring ao close to her; but no one gave her a 
single thought, no one supposed that the humble 
servant, Emma Goring, could have taken any 
interest in the event, much less have thrown a 
light om the dark mystery that had saddened 
several hopeful lives, Everything had been so 
closely guarded that little of it had come to her 
knowledge. Lucille had told her that Mr. Rae’s 
daughter and her friends had come, that wes all, 

The suffering woman had a lively curiosity to 
see Lillah, whom she had nursed as a obild, and 
of whom her aunt had talked so much, but she 
en that her curiosity must bide the proper 

me. 

A housemaid had come in just now, and 

“ Lucille, you are wanted in Mr, Rae's room. 
I will stay here tili you come back.” 

Lucille went as bidden, and stationed herself 
ab the back of the arm-chair where her mistress 
waa elcting, close to the bed, ; 

Then Godfrey Rae exclaimed, clearly,— 

‘* Marion |” 

Mrs. Gascoigne gave s convulsive start, and 
looked fearfally at the speaker. — 

His blae eyes met hers full with a command- 
log expression, as he continued,— 

‘Marton, in meeting my daughter here on my 
dytog bed she has demanded to know the details 
of the feud, as she believes it, that shadowed so 
darkly the last three years of her young life 
Oace I would have died to shield her from such 
sorrow, bub now she declares that certainty of 
sorrow fs better than the pangs of suspense, 
She demands the truth. ‘It is our bitter duty to 
yield to her desires.”’ 

A hushed murmur of surprise went around 
the group, and Lillah burled her face on Madsme 
Soltatre’s bosom, 





She had, indeed, pleaded with her father for 
the truth, and be had promised to gratify her 
wish, though she wondered why he sdded,— 

“ There was, indeed, a terrible reason why you 
could not Brian, my dear child, and it 
would have you at firet to know it; but 
now that you love another man, and are en- 
gaged to marry him, you will not mind so 
much.” ' 

They had startled her strangely, those words, 
and she hung trembling on every sentence that 
fell now from ber father's lips, and before she 
hid her pallid face she had ceen Brian draw bis 
chair close to hia mother’s eide—the mother he 
loved so dearly still, though she had parted him 
so cruelly from his beautiful betrothed. 

Again God Rae breathed through pallid, 
pain-drawn a 

© All I ask of you, Marion, ts that you shall 
tell your side of our and divorce, I 
will follow with my version of the story.” 

The listeners could scarcely express outcries of 


surprise. 

Godfrey Rae had revealed to them, all {n one 
brief sentence, a totally unsuspected fact, 

Mrs, Gascoigne, the wealthy, beautiful, haugh 
woman, was his divorced wife. al 

Lillah trembled with surprise, and clung 
closer to her loving friend, who thought quickly,— 

‘* My suspicions and forebodings are about to 
be verified, Alas, poor Lillah |” 

Brian drew his arm about his mother, whisper- 
Ing to her of courage in this try!ng hour, begging 
her to gratify the sick man’s request, 

Godfrey Rae waited a moment, then added,— 

“You may make the story as short as you 
please, only let ib come from your own lips,” 

Mre, Gaseolgne lifted her head with something 
of her old havghty pride, and looked at Litlab 
where she drooped against her friend’s breast, 
but ber voice wae slightly tremulous as she 


began, — 

“ When I first met your father, Lillah, he was 
a rising young lawyer employed by my father to 
attend to some complicated business matters. 
Our acquaintance ripened intd love, and he be- 
came @ suitor fer my hand against my father’s 
wishes. Butas my lover’s only fault was poverty 
and we were rich, I soon persuaded papa to with- 
draw his objections, So we were married,” 

She paused and sighed, and everyone heard Mr. 
Rae re-echo that sigh heavily. 

** Go on, dear,” whispered Brian, sncoursgingly, 
with an avxlous look a Lillah, 

“ We were very happy, for my husband seemed 
& model of manly perfection,” continued Mrs, 
Gascolgue, * We lived at my old home, my father 
made Godfrey the manager of all his investments, 
thus insuring him independence of my fortune, 
for he was very proud and impatient of being 
thought a fortune-hunter. Brian was born when 
I bad been married one year, and until he was 
four years old I was the happiest woman on 
earth,” 


Godfrey Rae gave her a sudden bright look 
that she did uot perceive, as if grateful for those 
words, 

Again sighing, she continued, — 

** Then a dark shadow fell over our home—the 
shadow of a beautiful young gir), the daughter of 
a former client of my husband. She arrived sud- 
denly at our home one day, bearing a letter from 
her father who had recently died. In it he com- 
mended the girl— Norah Barton-—to the guardian- 
ship of my husband, begging that he would keep 
her at his home till she married, To be brief, 
her father’s property dwins!:4 to nothing when 
ft came to be settled up, leaving her nonniless on 
our hands—a charge I would most generously 
have undertaken but for the predilection Miss 
Barton immediately manifested for my husiand, 
Paige me wild with her kittenish coquatries, 

she was very charming, with abundant tawny 
locks and effective hazel eyes, that were always 
fixed on Godfrey with a passion she could not 
disguise, The yung gr are charged with bein 
jealous ple, and I do not deny it; I feared 
she wo win my husband with her blandish- 
ments, and I imperiously demanded of him that he 





send Miss Bartou aay.” 


CHAPTER XXXIX, 


Evsrrong in the room was listening with sup- 
pressed excitement to Mrs, Gascolgne’s story, 
every eye was fixed on her mortally pale face, so 
death-like in Its pallor enve for the great Oriental 
dark eyes burning Hie coals of fire. 

Lilish had grown ghastly, too, ae ehe rested in 
the clasp of Madame Soltaire’s arm, taking no 
heed of her handeome betrothed on the other 
side, hovering near to console her in the terrible 
revelation soon coming. 

The lady paused, drew her breath in sharply, 
like one in pain, and resumed,-— 

"Tt could not bring my husband to believe in 
the sincerity of my objections to his ward. He 
first laughed at my jealousy, then upb: aided me 
with my injustice to a homeless orphan girl, He 
could not send her away penniless into the world, 
for he had been under obligations to her father, 
in whose office he had gained his first law practice, 
He begged mea to have patience and charity 
towards Miss Barton until her superior attractions 
should win her a husband, Heaven knows I was 
never lacking in Christian charity towards any 
unfortanate person ; but Norah Barton was nob 
® good girl, A flirt to her finger-tips, and totally 
without principle or conscience, she discovered 
my jealousy and played on it cleverly, augment- 
ing it by cunning schemes that my husbund never 
suspected, and that I, in my bitter pride and 
jealousy, never betrayed to him. So matters 
went on for a year, and in that interval of time 
1 several times surprised my husband In com- 
promising situations with his ward, By my 
father’s advice, I ordered her to lkkave my house, 
and there was a stormy scene, 

‘* Mise Barton threw shame to the winds. She 


} refased to go, and taunted me with having won 


my husband from me. I threatened to sue him 
for divorce, naming her as co-respondent, She 
retorted that it was what they both wished, in 
order that he might obtain his freedom to marry 
her. Without a word to my husband—for we 
had long been estranged through our differences 
over ber-«I left my home, taking my little eon, 
and accompanied by my father, who fully sym- 
pathived with my grievances and despised the 
authors of my unhappiness, I then carried out 
my threat of suing my husband for divorce, im- 
plicating Mies Barton. To cut the st: ry short, 
my husband fought againet the divcree ; but his 
shameless ward helped it on by every art In her 
power, never denylug the charges against her ; 
and it was soon granted, giving me the custody 
of our son and the liberty to resume may maiden 
name, Mr, Rae removed to another piace, where 
Miss Barton followed him, and within a few 
mouths he married her, thus proving his fakity 
to me,” 

Her story was ended, and she leaned her head 
back againet Briau's shoulder, closing her eyes to 
shut out the sight of the surprised and pitying 
faces to whom she had just confessed the etory of 
her life’s humiliation, 

“Bravely done, dear mother!” whispered 
Brian, with « gentle kiss on ber cold cheek. 

“ It is my turn now,” eaid Godfrey Rae, with « 
heavy sigh, and Doctor Deane rejoined,—- 

“T cannot permit you to talk very long, my 
dear sir.”’ 

"Ib will not be necesrary, sir, for Mrs. Gas- 
colgne has saved me the trouble of a long expla- 
nation, What she has related is perfectly true 
on the face of {t, but behiud the tragedy of our 
divorce He the actual facts of the terrible mis- 
takes of a jeslous woman and a heedless man too 
secure of his great happiness to guard it close 
enough.” 

A great thrill ran through the listeners, as he 
continued,— 

“I hold myself to blame that I was impatient 
of my wife’s jealousy, and laughed at her fears 
that Miss Barton was trying to win my heart. I 
pitled my ward for ber orphanage and poverty, 
atid I was too generous to believe that she was 
aught but a joyous-hearted girl whore little kit- 
tenish coquetries amounted to nothing. I was 
simply blind, besides being inordinately proud 
and passionately resentful of my wife's unjust 
suzpicions. I loved her to idolatry, and her lack 





of faith angered me, I carried everything with 
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too high a hand, perhaps, but [ did not dream to 
what !engths the affair was going.” 

Doctor Deane interposed gently,— 

“You are exhausting your strength by too 
long a discourse.” 

** Doctor, what difference can ib make too 
dyiog man whether his little stock of strength 
is exhausted sooner or later }” weérily. 

“Goon, then ; but be brief.” 

“T found out too late,” continued Godfrey 
Bae, “that Miss Barton was different from what 
I thought. She had fndeed conceived a mad 
love for me that had driven her to desperate 
letigtis to win me, Ibis true that she followed 
me, true that I married her, but only because of 
hor pasalonate pleadings and assertions thab 
through my wife’s jealousy her characier had 
been rulned,. I gave her the shelter of my vame, 
vat, Heaven forgive me, I hated her'as long as she 
lived, and could.not help rajoicing when she was 
dead. I obtained o -position 4s a commercial 
traveller, sthat I could spend mosb of my time 
away fro aide, so her victory was a poor 
one after all, for she had wrecked two lives with- 
ous. gaining auy happiness for herself, As for 
the rest, I affirm now on my death-bod and on 
my hopes of heaven, that Norah Barton and 1 
were as innocent of .wrong-:deing before my 
divorce a3 the purest angels, Ske was wicked 
enough to make my wife beMeve It, through her 
jealousy 80 easily impose on, but she. was. rod 
guilty, so help mo Heaven |” 

He paused, and there rose a stifled cry. of 
bitter suguish, It came. from. Lillah's. ghastly 
lips as;the cruel truth began to dawn on her be- 
wildered brain, . 

pte Rae looked at, her pitylogly, and 
eaid,— 

“Ab, Lillah, you anderstand:it all now. She 
was your mother. Perhaps you. will not blame 
me now that I failed ia love to you, that I forgot 
my duty to you in resentment at what you re- 
presepted—the wicked love of a woman who 
wrecked my life in parting me from all that 

and 


made It dear, 

A low moan came from her blanched lips, 
Brian Gascoigne left his mother’s aldo and 
approached her with leaden-weighted feet and a 
look as of death’s agony-in his fixed blue eyen, 
He took her hand, and said, hollowly,— 

“ Lillab, you understand jt all now; bub you 
will not mind it, I know, because Darcy fs going 
to make you very happy, my dear little sister.” 

No oneio that room ever forgos .the white 
agony of Litlah Rae’a face aa she sprang to her 
feet, with outstretched arms, quivering all over 
ne ita builet had pierced her heart; pushing 
Belan away as if his. hand hadigiven the mortal 
wound, 

‘* Oh, Heaven, let me die!” she shricked, In 
her despair, and sank, senseless In Madame’s 
arms, 





eee 


CHAPTER XL, 


Doctor Deane feared that all that excitement 
muat hurt his patient very.much, so he -cleared 
the roc™ as soon as porstble, letting no one atay 
but Mre. Croft and bimeelf, 

She, poot old lady, was terrfbly shocked. at 
heating the full story of her brother's life, hav- | 
ing only keown a féw hazy details before. 

But she pulled herself together the best she 
could, and hung tenderly over the bedside, 
chafing her brother's cold bands, and mar- | 
muripg,-—— 

* Poor Godfrey ! how cruelly you have been 
wronged, and how sad your life has been! If I 
had. knowa all the truth, 1 conld: never have‘ 
blamed you for neglecting Lillah, though {t ie a' 
pity, fora aweeter girl never lived, IT am sure, 

She cannot have inherited her disposition from 
her wicked mother.” 

Hs looked ab her kindly, but he was too ex: 
hausted by all he had endured to answer, bub 
lay, pale and gasping, among the pillows, while 
the doctor busied himself with restoratives, 

“ All this excitement has been very bad for 
him, ani he must have quiet and sleep the rest 


‘swearing his Innocence, pleading for mere 


‘him, seorning 


They had carried Liliah to her own room, 
where Madame Soltalre hung over her with tear- 
‘ful devotion, excluding every one else, even her 
anxious betrothed, who hung about in most die- 
coneolate fashion. 

Luoille returned to her watch by Eama 
Goring, and Brian accompanied his mother to 


in bis tenderness for her trouble. 

“You will lie down aud rest, dear mother, or 
you will be Hil after this fatiguiog ordeal,” he 
pleaded. 

She was pecivg restlesly up and down the 
floor, a picture of nervous suffering painful to 
geze upon. Pausivg in the centre of the room, 
her white, jewelled fiogers locked together ss it 
in pain, she looked ab him with burniog eyes, 
crying wildly,— , 

“ Oh, Bris, how can I reat, how can I sleep ?. 
He is dyivg, and I—I am full of doubt and 
terror! Awakened conscience daunts me, Have 


guilty 7” 

“ Mother, you heard him swear to his inno- 
cence by all his hopes of heaven|t,” 

‘* He swore to it before, Brien, on the day 
when I sued him for divorce. He came to a 
turned from him in apger, refasing to believe 
all his prayers.” 

“ How could you be eo hard, mother?” 

'*T was mad with wounded love and jealousy. 
I had let that fiendish girl destroy, with cunning 
arta, all my faith in him. Basldes, my father 
was against him. He feared he had married.me 
for my wealth alone,” ‘ 

«Poor mother, how you were tortured? No 
wonder you made such a fatal mistake,”’ 

"Brian, Brian,” her voice rang ont wildly, 
"you believe that it was.a mistake?” 

He came up to her, put his hands on her 
shoulders, ari@ looked at her earnestly, tenderly. 

‘Mother, must I tell you frankly what I 
believe, what I have believed In my soul ever 
eince my first Interview with my father, that 
asy fn London 1” 

“Yea; speak the whole truth, though. {t 
crushes me?" sighed the unbappy woman } and 
he answered, — 

“T do. not. mean to be eruel to you, dear 
mother, I pity you, and I understand your 
terrible provoeation for all you did; but I 
believe in my father’s innocence and, his perfect 
nobility. He told me his full story then, and I 
have believed In him, loved him, revered him 
ever since, ahd his death will be a blow to me 
only second to your own,” 4 

: Brian, I am » miserable sianer, , I have 
wrecked his life { contritely. 

"Then you must acknowledge your fault, and 
beg bis forgiveness.” 

"He has sworn tliat he will never forgive mie 
is long as I live. Oh, my heart, what a cruel 
wretch I have been to him! And I loved him 
so! Ido nob merit his forgiveness,” 

“ But he sball grant it, mother, IT willadd my 
prayers to yours.’ 

“Ob, Briap, shall we go.to him now, my poor 
wronged love?"’ weeping. Ks 

“Not now, dear mother, because ha i ex- 
hatsted snd needs rest. We must walt.” 

* Oh, if he could kaow my shams 
ance | 
épite of myself! Might it mot comfort’ him, 
Brian?” 


my & 





“T will find out when he oan ese you, and teli 


and let him rest awhile first, mother,” 

“J will wait as long as you wish me, Brian, 
my poor boy, for I enel your forgiveness too, “ I 
have wronged you also, depriving you theae long 
and weary years of @ father’s love, Besides, 
there was all your bitter trouble over Lillah. 
But thank Heaven, it is all over now, that 
sorrow.” 

* Yos, it Is all over now,” he said, caloaly, but 
with white lps. 

And then he went away to his father’s room, 
where Mra, Oroft was sitting alone, wishing he 





of the dey,” he said, uneasily, before he went 
out to see after his other patients, 





were not so restless, fearing it was a.bad sigu. 


her own apartments, mastering his.own agitation |. 


I wronged him or not? Is he Innocent, or is he | 


and repent 
Aad how J have loved him always in | 


you himself, mother, it you will be very patient | 


Brian bent over him caressingly, and whis- 


, ‘ 

“ My poor mother after years of sorrow, divided 
ora Barc and angers is a Magi emi 
‘of. your innocence, and her poor a 
‘with remorse for her sin aud love that. she could 
Fibs con’ o acstiegiassths Wartuie tee 

2 saw a strange gleam in © eyes, 

twitched with emotion, 

alaost pleadingly,.: »/ « 

“ Hg pride is humbled in. the dust, and her 
dearest wish is to express her penitence, 


and the pale li 
Ng Ritcudeuele 


and 

pray for forgiveness, Her sin was: gréah, bud 

dear father, you have a noble heart. «ds it shus 
‘against her for ever {"” RB ggeiow yeu) 

What a light came over the pallid:face, what 


new: fire to the cid eyes; what deep 

emotion quivered in the voice that answered,— 

} ™ When your mother ‘first entered into "my 

heart, she locked the door and ‘threw ‘away ‘the 

key forever, te could I bar her out ‘after life- 

me at” pion clone eae 
** Oh, father, what a ‘canetant heart f ‘Yer 

she feara that you can never forgive Her: ’ 

‘In the passion of wounded love and anger, I 

swore that 1 would not, Brian, but that was long 


» aud in the f cath, how paerile these 
st regtaeeint hte f too, believed 
| ahé had wearied of tie, believed “me & fortune- 


hunter. “Her Goslch aed hee Bria “e wall 
between us. I could not dream thet lips like her's 
could ever stoop to that word * forgive.’”” 
“ Would you like to hear ber say it How, my 
father 3” . 
“No, Brian, for It fa needless. If‘ she could 
come to me with another word—the dear word 


love—it would pay for all. How sweet to die 
with her eer wn, het lips on my brow 1” 
Ah, what a love 61-80. nt pnder 


as 
cruel wrong, 80 faithful, vo forgiving | Brian's 
natare bowed in reverence to its holines 
“She will. come—when you wish,” he sald, 
gently. ( 
* Lot ib be now, Brian.” 
“Bat Doctor Deane said——-” began. his 


slater, uneasily. ., 

“+1 osnnob permalt, anyone to dictate In this, 
Every moment of suspense counts agalust my 
life,” the patient answered. ficmly, and. Brien 


went, , a ek ins antl 

Is.was but.a little while. before he. returned 
with a drooping figure.on his arm...) ; 
- Mrs. Croft safely withdrew to a-window, with 
her back to the bed, on Agee 

Brian led his ‘mother to the bedside, -and 
placed ber’in ‘a chair, Them he took her cold 
re a Har hand, and placed it im that. of: ists 
fat er, 

She thrilled with a passion of joy at the feeble 
presaure, snd bent forward, her -quiver- 
ing lips to his pale brow, whispering in a tempest 
of restrained emotiou,— - - ey 

"*Oh, Godfrey, I’ wronged you--but I never 
ceaeéd to love you f” ign’ a 

And there was deep silence and rare happiness 
—even though the shadow of death hoveted 
over the rdom, And pfesently she whispered, 


entreating|y,— 

“Ob, Gudfrey, do not die arid leave me how. 
I cannop let you go a1) I will Hurse ‘sod 
tend you so fafthfully that 
will give you back to me! And@*some day, 
when I have somewhat atoned by pénitence 
and devotion; peflaps you will let me be your 
wife agsia.” 

“Ah, Matton, ff it might be now, for the 
doctor does not hold out any hope of life! Pat 
at least [should dié happy, knowing you were 
mine again.” — : 
meYon shall Have your wiht” cried Briso, 
hastening from the room, 

Then Godfrey called his alster to ) make friends 
with Marion. la wih aR 

“T ghould like for you to love éach other when 
Iam gone,” he said, gently. 

‘Oh, brother, we cannob leb you go 20%, 
when happiness has come to you agsin! I am. 
praying for you every moment!” cried the kind 
old lady, clsaping hands with the beautifal woman 


a, 





4 whom she would be proud to call slater. 
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CHAPTER XLL 


Mzaywarrx, Lucille, eens Wt the bedside 
——_ Goring, did nob ike the looks of her 


t. 
PeThe woman had been very bad from the first, 


her body covered with bruises, and co ing 
of severe inward pains that indicated ternal 
injuries. 

All that medical ekiil could do, combined with 
careful nursing, had been lavished onthe at 
bud ib was quite en thag ber days Pics 


shila rea I Wanted y r you 
¢ell me the truth, a I eit to die?” queru- 
ously, 

Mrs, Croft had been by many a death-bed, 
and she saw all the sigus here, so she anawered, 
frankly ; . 

“ Emma, I don’t want to frighten you, but it’s 
time you should: make your peace with God.” 

‘The poor wretch shuddered, and moaned : 

“Are you sure! Did- the doetor say “ao, 
er oben bad ho ot 

“He never any your recovery, 
Hunts, and you are failing feat text today. Yoa wili 
soon ‘ber done with this world; but, alas! you | 


are not for the vext one,” 
She did uct want to frighten the par ig soul, 
‘but she ‘was sorrowful over thé ‘life g g out 


into evertial darkness, 
Koma Goring shuddered, and cried : 
ahaa meant to get ready when ‘Sites 
came, bat 6 me unprepared. “I'm only 
fifty odd years old, and I hoped to live to ninety. 
Oh, tell mre what to do t 5 ey pray‘for me!" 


“ ane prayed for you, Ewma, ever since you 

ed i mig men. A roof,‘end ‘I’m glad 

Psa Mee ef et .° "Pry to love God 

* “Bay atter me’: * Lord, 

forgive'a ayiag a sinner, ‘and gave me, fer Christ 8 
sake ! Amen,’ 

The dying creature cidtehed at the bediblothes, 
aud mumbled the words tn ‘earnest, after 
which Mré Oroft’ knelt bed, and herself 
offered up a fervent prey . 

“Ob, I’ve been bad and wicked all my life; 
hating God becanse I was poor! TI don’t know 
how to get His favour now,” sighed the dying 
sinver, and Mrs, Croft answered, 800 

“It you have done anything ‘wicked hal 
can undo, now is the time to repent und get God's 
torgiveness,”” 

She saw a look of alarm come into the fading 
eyes, and Hama plucked wildly at the counter- 
pane, muttering 

“I dida aoa wrong twenty years ago. I stole 
baby daughter of @ broken-hearted young 
widow,” 

“ Good heavens | how dreadful! Tell me all 
shout it quickly, and perhaps something may yet 
de cone te right the wrong,” erfed Mrs, Croft, in 

diemay, 


Bav at that moment they were {nterrupted by 


a - 





4 





outa Ing of the door, and Madame Soltaire 
iu, murmurivg in her sweet, soft voice : 
i‘ They told me you were watching by a very 
sick woman, and aa Lillah is asleep, i thought I 
ey spd some assistance to you.” 
had never heard the name of Hama Goring, 
and she came and stood by the bed, looking down, 
with pity and pathy at the poor soul. 
Emme turd yes upward to the 
ey tod than tar wy of deadiy 
foe leary 
me ‘og hour 
Batman’ Gri ng. where my child, my baby 
| aaah aid oP oper oe wally | + and, shak- 
added: “Do not die, 
miserable’ wie, i pad reveal the truth |” 
Mra, Croft stared in wonder, and exclaimed : 
. PA Dhat yt ed woman was just confessing to me 
stolen a young widow's child twenty 
ar ee Qo on with your story, Koma.” 


, come to haunt 










ber mifatress. ° 

™“ Ob, pra tp) 2. «Aye greed of grit 
that has alway® carsed ps Bice ne longing for 
gold and pleasure! A 


Woman camé to 


}me, and sald: "Ihave been married two yews, 
‘J and I have no bac _My husband will never love 
. ‘me till I give him, 


T'would lize a little 
girl because bis 1 had a boy, and [hate it. 
Find me a pretty oe and belp me to impose it 
on him as — own when bereturns from his long 
journey, one ner shall live with me, and J will 
make you Wretch that I was, I atole Mrs. 
Soltaire’s sweet baby, and helped the other womau 

to fool her a She paid me well; but 
gcomiog weary of extortions after two years, 

ahe and her hus mw pan away, where I could 
never trace them, till one nighv I saw him In the 
train and followed him, only to find that his wife 
had died years before.” 

**Bat my child, my darling, where is shoei” 

sobbed the eager. m mother, 

" Where Sa ae hi ett 5 pes Bus- 
piclously, and Eama Dg Anew giadly ; 

“ Oh, how giad.I am to restore her asfe to her 
mother’s arnis is here with you, Mra. 
Croft-—the girl called Lillah Rae, bub. no kin of 
yours, for che is.the baby L atole for Mra. Rae, the 
unloved wife—the child of Mrs. Hogh Boltaice, 
and may Heaven forgive my sin |” 


CHAPTER XLII. 


Waex Brian Rae left his father’s room so 
hastily shat day, it was with the firm determina- 
tion t@ see hia parents married again before the eet 
of aun, if it could bly be accomplished with- 
out ithe | to hia father’s yt hold on life, 

& brief talk with Doctor Doane, : who 
with bim that the consummation. of go 
iat an event ought.to do good to the patient, 
him fer hold on life, if such a thing were 

per le in his precarious state. 

I do not wish to decelve you,” he said, with 
profeseional frankness,“ The case is serious. I 
-amn hot frightened at the scalp-wound, because ib 
is doing nicely, and the compound fracture of the 
leg, below the knee, might get wellin six weeks 
if the patient will lie in bed all that time; but 
there are symptoms of internal injuries "thet 
make me uneasy. If [am mistaken about that, 
he may pull through.” 

"Heaven grant it 1” orled Brian, fervently. 

“And, ag you say,” continued the doctor, 
“whether he lives or dies, ti will be a comfort to 
him to marry his divorced wife over again, eo I 
will g° with you to get the license and the clergy- 
man.” 





So, together with Darey Cathcart, they’ went 


She pushed the agitated lady into a chair as 
she an with eager curiosity and 
ay’ next words, 

E Teor ally at the woman she had 

wronged, abd mt 

“Da pag on hed, lady, for all Is well 
with your ca “and uhe shall be reatored to 
“Thank Heaven~ thank wwe ght cried the 
mother, with a tush of glad tea 

* Soit was Boltalre's child that you 
rede  H E '@id' you do such a wicked) © 
t ” erik ed 





to arrange the necessary details, and in their 
absence there uccurred that ecene by the death- 
bed of Emma Goring that was to make such a 
change in the destinies of Brian and Lillah, the 
sorely tried lovers. 

Wheu they returned, several hours later, with 
the miuister, Mra, Croft was informed of? whac 
was about to occur, and begged her new-found 
nephew to let her have the services of the man of 
God first for a dying sinner, 

* Poor Emma Goring is going fast, and sae is 
atraid to die, poor soul! We must ay to hold a 
light for her feet as she goes groping dowa into 
the dark valley,” she said, pitifa 

“ Has her Jife been so wicked?” be 
wonderingly ; aud the old lady answered : 

“She haa lived without’ God, and her ald? i 


many. She madea most interesting confeution 
awhile ago, aud I would liké for you to go sti. 
hear ib, dear nephew, frost 
while the mlaister is engaged 

Mrs, Croft’epoke with sucht # g id rea cheerfu: 
amile, that be was quite pu’ 


He was sorry for the dying works, bub. not 
much intere@fed in her sips and confessions, Hie 
thoughts were hoveripy around Liltah. 


She had been carried wintoneclous trom! Mr, 
Rae's room, ‘and only revived to go late meh 
hysterical spasme that they almost feared for her 


life, Iv'was t best to quiet Ber by strong 
oplates, aud she had been ph arth heavily otw 
for hours, 

Poor Biilah') They “had thes i the truth 
would not shock her: now, se wie was be~ 
trothed to another; bat oo ee hed tlh terribly 
mistaken. Tae hopélees Tove that had tortured 
her hears'with secres pain: threatened to end in 
diath og madness now that they bad told her 
that B-ian was her brother. 

With an achiag heart, the young man turned 
his steps to her door to ask Madame Soltaire how 
the haplezs girl fared. 

Meanwhile, the lady had hurried from F oma’s 
death-bed back to Lillah’s room, 

Kneeling down, she pressed joyful kisses on the 
sleeping face, so pale and woeful even in slumber, 
so that it was easy to guess at last the guarded 
secret of that young heart-—the love that had 
nover-strayed from.its object through long and 
hopeless years. 

Softly, tenderly, the happy mother drew aside 
the gafp folds of loce and linen ; and lald bare the 
Seautiful white bosomiof Ker daughter, dehrching 
until ehe found, jusb above the heart, 9 remem- 
bered birthmark-—a tiny crimsoh cross, 

“The biethmark of the’ Sbltaires | © Oh, how 
well I rememberthis ! Obj my darling, my own, 
fou are indeed ‘my lost treasure! ‘No wonder 
that I have always love? you so! .I¢ way the 
mother-heart that claimed you!” ‘she -éried, 
gladly, longiog for Lillah to Awake'atid leard: the 
happy truth that ehe was her own daughter, ' and 
not at all related to Brian, whom shé miphd 
marry when ehe would, only for the rash proiiss 
given to Darcy Catheart in @ moment of rethle+s 

ride, 

5“ Poor feilowi! This will be ead news for bin ; 
but I..balieve that he will be generous to deer 
Lillah,” she concluded ; and sat dowh to Watch 
the.aleeper with she glad eyes of love. 

It was awhile later that she beard a timid rap 
at the door,,and found Brisa walting outside, 
with a grave, sad face, though: be said, cheer- 
fully « 

"I have come to invite you.and Lilab toa 
wedding,” 

OA Sedding ! 3" 

In afew words he told her of the reconcil/ation 
between his father and mother, aud the inipend- 
ing marriage. 

She congratulated him warmly, endsaid, meen- 


gly: 

" T will be glad to be present -at the ceremony ; 
but my daughter is asleep.” 

Brlan started wildly, aud echoed : 

** Your daughter |” 

"Yer, Brian ;” and she drew him gently iuto 
the room, “Come and look at her, how pals 
and ill she lies, almost etricken to wget by the 
thought that abe was your sister, , I have 
such happy vews for you bob, Brisk Y" 

*' She is ethving, she is waking !’* he exclaimed, 
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eagerly ; and, indeed, at that moment the girl 
rae wide her large blue eyes with a dazed 
ook, 

Madame Soitaire, all joyfal excitement, covered 
her daughter's face with kisses, exclalming 

‘Ob, Lillab, oh, Brian, euch joyful news! I 
have found ou: that you are roy lost daughter, 
my darling! You know, Brian, you always de- 
clared we resembled each other. Well, the nurse 
stole her from me te sell her to your father’s 
second wife ; for she deceived her husband, the 
wicked woman; she never had a child of her 
own, That dying woman In yonder, Rama 
Gorlng, has confessed everything, You and 
Lillah are not brother and sister at all, but lovers 
asin past days, Kiss her, Brian, if you wish, 
and be happy again.” 

He bent down to obey, but drew back again, 
with a cry of grief: 

“Icannot, She is promised to my cousin,’? 

“ He will give her back her freedom when he 
learns the truth, for he hae a noble nature,” cried 
Madame Soliaire, and the event proved that ahe 
was right. . 

Darcy Cathcart’s heart was very sad already, 
for Lillah’s grief had shown him but awhile ago 
thad he could never hope to win her heart ; 40, 
when he heard the wonderful news, and saw the 
new joy on Lillah’s lovely face, he eald, gener- 
ously : 

“ Lillah, L have long known of your past love 
affair with Brian, and since things have fallen 
out so happily for you, I will restore you the 
troth-plight so lately given, and trust to time to 
heal my heart-wound, To-morrow is Christmas, 
you know, and I shall present you as a precious 

ift to Brian, 

Oh, how thankful they were for his gene 
rosity, and how glad that another love cured hia 
heart in « year, though they were touched when 
they saw that she resembled Liliah in her type 
~dark eyes aud golden bair, Ib showed them 
plainly how deep had beex bis love, 

Lilich was well again almost in a minute, in 
er now joy, and auxlous to wituess the second 





EVERYONE WS LISTRNING WITH SUPPRESSED FXCITRMBNT TO MRS, GASCOIGNE'S STORY 


mariisge ceremony between Brian’s parents; so 
presently the same group of the morning gathered 
in the room, and the grave clergyman, who had 
just closed the eyes of Emma Goring, after 
teaching her soul to find rest in Heaven, joined 
the hands of Godfrey Rae and his Marion for the 
jour ney of life, while he solemnly invoked a bless- 
ing on them all. 

Godfrey Rae could not die now, Life had 
grown too sweet again. Events proved that the 
physician's fear of internal injuries was unfounded, 
He began to convalesce slowly but surely under 
his wife’s love and care, looking forward to happy 
years together in the golden future, 

Emma Goring was buried in London, and as 
she had no known relative anywhere, Mra. Croft 
was the chief mourner at the funeral, and 
she took care to have a neat stone raised above 
the grave, 

In a few days the party at the hotels separated, 
Godfrey Rae’s wife and son remaining with him 
to aid in his tedious convalescence, and Madame 
Soltaire returning to her home with her daughter, 
taking the ailing Mra. Croft as their guest. 

**T am very sorry to lose you as & niece, 
Lilla,” sighed the old lady, who was greatly 
softened now by the hurrying events, 

"Do not grieve over that, dear aunt, for I will 
restore the kinship in the spring, and in the mean- 
time you have gained meas a nephew,” laughed 
Brian, who was handsome as a picture in his new 
happiness. 

“That is true; and I am proud of my new 
nephew and his mother, too!” cried the old 


lady. 

Brian’s mother had taken the first opportunity 
to make ber peace with Lillab. F 

Dearest, I was cruel to you once, but I am a 
changed woman now, and I love you dearly since 
I know that you never belonged to thad woman 
Ihated so, Can you forgive me—if not for my 
own cake, because you will be Brian’s wife” 

Lillah, understanding everything now, gladly 
accorded forgiveness and sympathy that scon 
ripened Into love, 








In the spring when Mr. Rae was well and 
strong again, his son was married to Lillah from 
her mother’s hbome—Fairlawn. It was a grand 
wedding, and Lillah, the fairest bride ever seen. 
They remained with Madame Soltaire until Love's 
Retreat was rebuilt, then made their home with 
his parents while Mrs. Croft remained ever after- 
ward with Lillah’s mother, who would nob per- 
mit her to return to her homely home. 

“Weare twolonely old widows, Let us be 
company for each other,” she sald with peusive 
cheerfulness, 

Oae thing that transpired touched Lillah very: 
rauch, and showed her the tenderness of Arthur's 
love. 

Madame Soltaire sald to Mr. Rae, while ho 
still lay on hie bed of suffering : . 

“That fortune Lillah has been enjoying 9+ 
your daughter, Mr, Rae must be restored to you 
now, as she never had any legal right to it.” 

Mr. Rae looked embarrassed a moment, then 
frankly explained : 

“On the day that Brian found out that Lillah 
was supposedly hissfeter he insisted on making 
over to her use enough of his private fortune to 
instre her the luxuries of life in lieu of bappi- 
ness,” 

“ And { will now form part of her marriage 
settlement,” added Brian. 

Tears sprang to Lillah’s eyes as she murmured : 

"Qh how noble and generous you have been 
all theee years while I thovght you so weak and 
cowardly, and tried in vain to hate you! Bud 
all the while-——” 

Brian drew her to bis heart, and finished the 
rentence for her, very low and tenderly : 

“Alithe while I loved you better than you 
knew.” 

[THE END.] 








Op Christmas fare did not include the modern 
Christmas bird—the turkey—a roasted peace 
taking its place on the festive board, 
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JACK NORTH'S SECRET. 
CHAP ie <x LV, 


Ir is quite possible for a woman to te a model 
of Chrietian virtues ; to give up her whole life to 
good worke, and yet to be profoundly ignorant 
of what goes on in her own family ; a0 to eay, 
under her eye, 

Madame de Monory was a living inetance of 
this, Since her husband's death her days had 
heen spent in charity, She was a generous, un- 
selfish woman, and had done much good fa her 
generation ; but it must be confessed there was 
oe person she neglected strangely—her own 
n0n, 

And yet she loved him dearly. Aso tiny 
child in petticoats, asa little boy In velved suits, 
Victor had ,been constantly with her, and tad 
shared (compulsorily) in many of her good works. 
But from the time he came to school-age, he 
gradually drifted ont of her keeping, and, per- 
haps, circumstances and his father’s will had as 
much to do with this as bis mother’s own act. 

The late Monsieur de Monory was, before avy- 
thing else, a man of the world. He held au 
opinion—onos common enough—that the religion 
of ® family should be represented by its women, 
while the men should “ have some license,” He 
bad married bis wife because he was intoxicated 
with ber beauty, He realised all too soon that 
they were utterly unsuited 3 the English heirees 
being a born old maid fn tastes and feelings, 
having no sympathy whatever with masculine 
weakness, 

Pi leave Victor in such hands would be for 
iim to grow up # milksop, so the father appointed 
‘wo guardians, friends of his own, who could be 
— on to give the manly element to hie son’s 
caaracter, These gentlemen were to have a free 
sand in the management of Victor from the 
a he was nine years old ; only they were to 
® nothing to purposely wound his mother, 
“ong befcre Victor was nine madame had 








LETTICR DISCUSSES THE QUESTION OF A SITUATION WITH MADAME DE MONORY, 


become swallowed vp in such a whirl of chari- 
table duties as to have no time for her little boy. 
Instead of questioning the character of the school 
he was despatched to, she felt thankful he was 
off her hande, From that time they grew apart. 
Madame lived so entirely in her own world that 
- knew very little of what went on outside 


t. 

To-day, if asked her opinion of her son she 
would have said that Victor was a fine, spirited 
young fellow, just fit to shine in society ; and 
that, when he married and settled down, he would 
be ae great a credit to his name as his dear father 
had been | 

She never dreamed of the truth. That Victor 

was one of the fastest men in Paris ; that ruined 
homes and blighted lives could be traced to him, 
and that more than one girl had sought refuge in 
the Sefue, driven to a shameful death by reason 
of his broken promises. 
_ Vietor himself looked on his mother as a saint, 
and was careful, on the rare occasions when they 
talked together, to say nothing to shock her pre- 
judices ; for the rest, be thought he was no worse 
than other men, and had not the least doubt that 
when the time came for him to “ Ranger” bimself 
(no English translation does justice to the French 
word), he should marry and make an admirable 
specimen of domestic life, 

And this was the mau who fell in love with 
Lettice Dene—otherwise his mother’s prot/gée, 
Mies Brown ; and guilty, unstable and wild as 
Victor was, this much must be conceded that bis 
passion for Lettice was genuine, and the strongest 
feeling he had yet known, 

He had begun by talking to her and trying to 
find out what kind of a soul went with that 
wistful face, those clear Jimpld eyes; he ended 
by being so much in love as to feel extremely 
doubtful of his nexd step, 

He could not marry her,——he, the last of agrand 
old name, must not ally himself with a girl whom 
his mother had rescued (he soon knew Lettice’s 
story) from a gambling hell, No, warriage was 
impoesible; and yet fe 








ttico> was eo charming! | 


her shy grace so captivated him that he hated 
the bare thought of leavirg her free for another 
man to woo and win, 

Of the third course be could not think. Yet 
he might come to it by aud bye. He had be- 
trayed girls as pure and innocent as Leitico 
before now, but then she was beneath his own 
roof, the sanctity of his mother’s home pro- 
tected her, and she seemed ao utterly indifferent 
to him, to all he had to offer her, that Victor was 
piqued into more eager pursuit ; and there were 
times when he fancied the girl would be cheaply 
bought by the eacrifice of his liberty and the gift 
of a plain gold riog. 

Probably the intercourse would never have ad- 
vanced go far, but that Bridget was away. That 
devoted waiting-woman had a holiday once a 
year, and always spent it in England. With Mrer 
Mille away, there was no one to trouble par- 
ticularly about Miss Brown. It is true Madame 
de Monory was kinduess itself when she remem- 
bered the gir]’s existence, and was always.saying 
she ‘should hear of something soon,” bub mean- 
while Lettice was lonely, and would have been 
idle had not Victor requested her, as a favour to 
himself, to translate a quaint old manuscript into 
English, hia work she parsued in the library, 
and Victor gave her a great deal of his asafetanve 
and companionship. 

“The first of Jane!” said Lettice one morning, 
when they were talking, they always spoke Eng- 
lich, which was, indeed, quite familiar to Victor. 
“Oh, I do hope madame will find me a situation 
soon, I seem tc have been here so long!” 

“J must say you are not flattering,” returned 
Victor, ‘‘ First you express a wish to leave my 
house, then you go on to say the time spent here 
has seemed tedious.” 

**T must have expressed myself badly,” said 
the girl, simply, “ for I could not be so ungrateful 
as that, I only meant that 1 don’t want to be 
idle any longer, and that just because your mother 
has been so kind to meI ought not to impose on 
her generosity.” 

‘She loves to have you here,” said Victor, 
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mendaciously, for he believed his mother hardly 
know her p:olégées by sight except the latest 
arrival, “and I cannot spare you.” 

Toere was no mistaking the emphasis on the 
pronoun ; for the first time Lettice felt em- 
barrassed In the young Freachman's company, 
for the firat tims she blushed crimson. mi 

“Mee Mills will be here mwext week,” sald 
Lettice, slowly. ‘‘I will get her to go round 
with me to one of the Governess Avencles, I 


daresay Madams de Monory is too busy to’ spare } gi} 


the time.” 


* Bridget is only a servant, why consult her? I ine 


could give you much better advice,” 

‘'f don’t think you know so much about 
governesses,” said Lettice, who had now com- 
pletely recovered her self-possession. 

Lh Trey me.” 

She shook her head. < 

“This is Thursday, sol have not long to walt, 
aud I think Mrs. Mills would be my best ad- 
viser," * 

“You are very unkind, Look here, Miss 
G-own, why should you be a governess at all?” 

" Bec,use one must earn one’s own living; and 
—I think I prefor that way on the whole,” 





‘*Why not be a companion ¢” 

“‘Insed to thick I should prefer ts, but o 
<ompanion would be always seeing re and 
yot nob ib she would always sthad just 
outeida, Ba rable I preter to be s  goy 
Besides, co ema are hard to get,’" 

“ Not always, [could tell you of onmeow a 

“Rasy 1” Lettice was interested, “f Aud do 
you think P'shouldeuit the ladg?” .” 

“Tanguite sare you would give every: satis- 
faction.” o 


** Will you tell me about ib? eae ie 

He hesitated.  Wasshes prude? Would she 
be ehocked? And, after all, could he’ ‘hin- 
aelf to shadow the perfect innocence of sweet 
face? Then he forgot all scruples, and remem- 
bered only the passion raging at hia heart. 

Suddenly, without a word of warming, he 
caught her in his arms, and held her crushed 
against his heart, while he rained burning hot 
kisees on her lips. 

She struggled desperately ia his grasp, at last 
she freed herself and stood before him psating, 
indignant. 

“ How dare you,” she cried, angrily. 

He only thought how charming phe looked 
with.those flashing eyes and brigtt, pink-hued 
cheeka, 

“Shall Ido ib again?” he aeked, mockingly, 
“ Tassare you I should have no objection,” then 
seeing her anger was real, not feigned, he changed 
his tone. “You mustn’t make euch a fuss about 
@ trifle, Ubtle one ; it meana thas I love you, that 
T won't let you go away and be shut up in some 
Gresry old echool-room, but you must atay with 
me aud learn not to be afraid of kissea |” 

Every spark of brightness bad died out of the 
girl's face, leaving it white and mournful, but she 
was very far from understanding the base motive 
of Victor’s wooing. He hardly knew whether to 
be relieved or amused at her next words, which 
showed plainly she believed he was offering her 
his hand and name, not seeking to ruin her for 
his pleasure, 

"Tam very sorry,” the girl said, simply, ‘ but 
. cia never be, I shall never marry as long as 

live,” 

** And why not {” demanded Victor de Moncy, 
who thought it jueb as well to leave her mistake 
uncorrected, 

She looked at him with a strange, dreamy. ex- 
pression in her beautiful eyes. 

You eee I believe in love.” ‘ 

"So do I,” said Victor, positively, *' but 
surely that Is an argument in my favour.” 

"Ah, but I think people should only marry 
where they love, and I don’t love you.” 

"You might in time,” suggested Victor, who 
felt ib strange to have the offer he had never 
intended to make so positively refused. ‘I am 
not such a very objectionable fellow.” 

"Oh, no, you have always been very kind to 
me until to-day,” 

*' Most girls would not call my kisser: unkind- 
ness,” be protested, but she did not seem. to 


“Tt won’s matter to you much,” she went 
on, “for when I geb a situation I shall go away, 
and you will never see mo again, Bosides, in 
France girls marry to pleave their families, with- 
out minding whether they care for the bride- 
groom, #0 you are sure to find a suitable wife,” 

P @tI could find 9 dozen,” he retorted, “ bud I 
‘wand only you.” 








ve that his intentions onourable 

d he was even willing to pay the price of 
ny to possess that fair, white girl soul. 
will soon get over it,” replied the girl, 
“T am notin the least fitted to be a 


bave done me.” P 
Vicwor doubted it. ; 
“ Please let me pate.” sha 
batween her and the door, 
stairs,” ' 
“Twill let you go on one condition, that you 
promise not to leaye this hopes unknown to” 
“7 geome willingly. I could not leave tb 
till I @ a situation, for I know no ong" in 
Paria,” 9, “ 
She spd on her way upataite, seer it 





T want to’ go tp- 






innocence understood the 


and rafoed his hot kisses on her lipz, “She wanted. 
te escape from him, to breathe a different 
atmosphere. She could not have put the sensa- 
tion into words, but she did not feel safe where 
Victor was. 


She sought an interview with Madame de 
Monory, and repeated her request for employ- 
ment, Madame looked at her curiously. 
servant bad jast whispered in her ear something 
of those meetings in the library. Madame would 
have scorned to suspéct her son, but might it 
not be that there was danger to Miss Brown in 
his fascinating society. It would be a pity for 
the poor gil to enter on a new career burdened 
with « hopeless attachment, 

“Tam very sorry, Mise Brown,” her voice was 
just.a trifle less nweet than usual, “but I really 
know of no situation you would like.” 

“TT would like'anythiog that was honest,” said 
Lattice. “I think I would rather go out as a 
lady’s-mald than remain {dle,” 

Madame de Monory locked grave. 

“Tecan do better for you than that. At the 
convent school, near my country estate, they are 
seeking a young lady to teach English. They 
would have preferred one of the true faith, bu 
T think my influence would get over the objcc- 
tlon of your being a heretic, if you undertook 
not to attempt ‘to convert the children,” 

**T could readily do that, I would never 
seek to change anyone’s faith, madame, because 
between the old belief and the new there must 
come a time of doubt—and doubt is terrible.” 

With infinite difficulty madame disinterred a 
letter from a pile of dusty papers. It was from 
the Mother of the Convent, and thanked her 
for some handaome offering made to the school. 
Going on to apeak of the required teacher, the 
Mother wrote that she must speak and read 
English perfectly, must be wifling’to ucdertake 
some of the supervision of the younger pupils, 
and be content with the calary of four hun 
francs, 

“Sixteen pounde a year,” said Lettice thought- 
fully, ‘but then I should not have to dress 
much,” 

“No, and there are no holidays. I do not 
think the position good enough for you, but If 
you wish to try I think I can obtein it for you.” 
“And you will tell the Mother thatI am a 
Protestant,” 





hear, 


: t moment he had himself up to.) - 
ie poy 
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treabed—he stood | P 


“ They have had three Protestant teachers already 
ab the Convent.” 4 

“ And they did not give gatlefaction 1” asked 
Lettion, thinking there was something strange ia 


the lady's manner, 


great lady, and I am sure you will be grateful to. Cn 
me by-and-by for refaeing the honour you would a hy 








de Monory-tnore fn love with Ber to or 
quite that {f no jower prick hoe , Mooey? 
ram would win het, even? tt i pr aie of pe aiier, ond 
Bab for all consfovt: dead odn te ib ie tee 4. shee ie young lady raight be at the 
beautifal house was gone. She wanted nothing | ' ‘Taesdey. at 
so much as to gob Award had no tu her |. That is well,”.eaid Wada "Mile will be 


ictor’s 
taneh too ! alone. 
penton fern Se tl ie : Vietor hax id in vain $0 obtain another 
she remembered how he had held her ih fis arme.| "%rview with Lettice. At last, offended by what 


he called her “aire,” he went off into the 
country with a friend from Saturday to Mon- 
people at his friend’s 


Tuesday. When he returned home he found 
among his letters a small grey envelope, which 
had not been through the post, and which he 
gueserd at once was a note from Lettice. 
“Ab!” be muttered, “I have 4 you 
to your senses, have I, Mies Brows, “You find 
ie can’t pr ini ptm os A with me 
without the ri me alt “uf 

But the note hardly corried out this idea. Is 
was very simple farewell, Madame de Moenory 
herself aud the most critical of other matrons, 
might bave read it without thinking it aagthlag 
but appropriate, Certainly no one w ever 
have guessed from the letter that its writer had 
had love passages with Victor >— 


‘*}yran Monsrevz pe Mowory. 


Parle, so I write to say that your mother bes 
kindly found me a situation in the country, and 
I start to-morrow. 

“Thanking you and Madame very much for 
the kindness shown me here,—I am, yours grate- 
fally, L, Baows, 


Monsieur Victor de Monory tore the leitor 
into shreds, and felt defeated. Fur the first time 
in his life he hid not come off triumphant lu « 
love affatr. : 

At that moment he w ‘have thought his 
grand old came & cheap » for a touch of 
Lettice’s red lips, 


CHAPTER XXV. 


Mne Seaton was a most irying woman to live 
with, » very selfish one where her own {oterests 
were concerned, and by no means an easy tusk- 
mistress ; but as no one fs wholly bad, so the 
widow had some good qualities; and one of them 
was astaunch faith the people she realy 
liked, 


Jack North was a favourite with her, and che 
would have done a great desl to serve bim, s¢ 
now, instead of going into hysterics ab the news 
so suddenly disclosed to her, she kept her pre 
sence of mind, and was quite equal to the or 





“ Yes,” Madame looked at her sharyly, 


pion, 
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“Please abut the door, nurse,” she said, 
quietly, “‘and elt down. Perhaps you will tell 
us all about this sudden arrival. Iam eure that 
Sir John was nob expecting his——" she paused 
perceptibly, and then added, “ wife.” 

“JY think I had better epeak first, Aunt 
Susan,” said Jack; with @ miserable attempt ab 
ease; bub Lmust assure you, to begin with, 
that 


intensely, She came to mest him in the little 


passage, 

“YT have sent Julia to sit with—with Lady 
North, Will you tell me abont her now }”” 

She led the way to the llitle dining-room, the 
apartment sho goverally shunned ; all her peevish 
ways and selfish fancies seemed to have disap- 
peared the emergency showed her at her very 


I bad not the least idea that these ladies | bes 


coming to Ashleigh,and that I should never 
pansy seted-them here.”"; >.’ 
Bat puree 


“JT have to, return.to London if possible to- 
night, and I am anxlous.to acquib myself of my 
trust. ; 

“Tam the head-attendant at Dr, Maltland’s 
private -asylum for fnsanc ladies, situated at 
Crecy, France, Some time ago Mrs, Morris en- 
trusted her-daughter to the ductor’s care ; it was 
at first, we feared, a hopeless case, but care and 


‘ettention, of mind anda quiet life, have at 
laat done work, and,the young lady is. now 
perfectly redtored:. . , ; 


“ Mra, Morris was considerably in arteare with 
her payments, and, upow being notified of her 
daughter's recovery, she declared herself anable 
to take of her, The poor lady's husband, 
ehe said, resently succeeded to the’ family 
estates. If the patient’ was sent, under: safe 
escort, to h, Sir Johd North would, donbt- 
less, provide for her future, and pay all outstaad- 
fog clatas, ; 

“The doctor’s orders were imperativethat I 
should only Lady North to’ her husband's 
owe, Finding Sir Juha from home, and his 
housekeeper us with very-ecaut civility, 
io | best to to come on here, where, I 
was told, I sliould be sure to find Sir John. For 
ony intrusion on you, madam,” and she bowed to 
Mrs, Seaton, “I can only apologies.” —. 

The unfortunate cause of all the trouble sab 
porfectiy still, The nurse had pushed a chair to 
her on entering, and she had obediently sunk 
down on it, She had neither moved nor spoken 
since. She betrayed nob the least emotion on 
secing her husband ; she seemed, indeed, dead to 
feelings of any kind. And Mrs. Seaton decided 
that, in eutiog her malady, Dr, Maitland had 


left her with’ beautiful body and no soul. 
A Se ee that this wae a Inet 
stroke of Mes, Mortis’s malice, No doubt the had’ 


beard that he had ented Blanche from be- 
coming Lady Strathallen, aud this ‘was her 
rev HH . es 

Sir John turned'to the nurse. 


"Tell Dr, Maltlaid to send the the’ account, |. 


and be shall have a cheque by fétarn of post. 


Must you really leave Gs? Can't you stay at |” 


least ve ip peed to @ Nome ar.) 
rangement for comfort you r charge i ‘ 
The nurée ghook her head.” “*""’ *** 


“T have to mest a patient ‘at’ Victoria ‘to-' |. 


morrow rer ‘and accom "her to Orecy. 
You need be under no sixth eth Endy North, 
she i perfecily cured.” capris : 
She rose'to go. She refused all Mré, Seaton’s 
offers jer ew ; but sha glanced ab Sir John 
43 though sie would like a word alone with him,’ 
aad he followed her to'the gate,” 
"De, Maitland wished me to tell you he had 
no alternative but to send the poor lady to you. 
ibe Was _ a ae art refused to beg 
arge o and 8 of atrong enou 
struggle for hereelf.” ™ wire van 
“know, It is not De. Maitland that I blame. 
Nurse, can you give me Mra. Morris’s address }” 
, Bha gave him that of a.Paris pension, add- 
<— é 
“But Dr. Maitland believed abe was only there 
for s short time, Sir J ohn, he wished me to say 


that, i sending Lady North to you, he was not |’ 


peng & long responsibility on you ; she cannod 
ve, 


"You mean that she is i)?” 

“Ishould say that abe could not Ilve three 
months. We have often noticed that In her form 
of mania, as the mental strength and health re- 
turn, that of the body decreases, She will not 
trouble you long,” 

Mre, Seaton had been very cruel to her daughter 





414 Denis Fane, butshe was disposed to pity Jack 





Jack's story was a aad one. It explained all 
that had puze’ed hie friends in his past life; 
and, although Susan Seaton was au eesentially 
selfish woman, her very heart ached for the poor 
fellow as she listened. 

He bai mab the Morris family six months 
after he lefs Kagisnd. The mother, a very fasci- 
rating woman ; Isabel, a lovely girl of eighteen ; 
and Bacche, a mere child, The courtship was a 
brief one, and he taw very little of his fizncée 
exceptin her mothei’s presence, It waa agreed 
between him and Mrs, Morris to keep the mar- 
riaze secret from Sir Godfrey, elnce he bal 
already hinted his desire that Jack should marry 
Julia. Mre, Morris declared there was no borm 
ig the concealment; aud that if Miss Seaton 
m someone else they could a) once en- 
lighten Sir Go a 

Jack took Ikabél to Italy, with Antoins as valet 
and geueral factotum; in a month he was con- 
scious that his wife was not as other women were, 
in three he knew that her intellect was weak. He 
endured a tims. of misery until his child was 
boro: The boy died, and bis mother recovered 
from her illness, to be hopelessly ineane. 

“I thonght then,” went on poor Jack, “my 
troubles wére greater than I, could bear. I 
wanted to go homé and make a clean breast of 
everything to my uncle, bub that she-devil pre- 
vented me. If Sir Godfrey cub off my allowance 
who was to provide for Isabel? The secret must 
still be kept. She would devote herself to her 
affi'cted child, and I could pay her o fixed sum 
ie : 
“7 hated the woman, forI knew she had 
= my misery, She knew perfectly wel! that 

sabel was no fit subject for marriage and 

motherhood. Then I began to have grave doubts 

as to Mrs, Morrie’s true character, and at last 1 

Morris was an assumed name, and she 

was gin A widow of the late Lord Strath. 
allen’s half-brother.” 

That dreadful man who died by his own 


hand.” .. ar 
“Ay, be died in and his malady was in- 
| herited by his eldest child-—my wife.” 


Mca, Ssaton listened with unflagging interest. 
‘There's not much mote tq tell. e 


death, and bringing a demand for a buudred 
ponte for the Inst sad claim, Fool that I was 
sent fb, and asked no quegtion:, I knew the 
woman was § worthless sdventuress, and yet I 
took her on such s subject,” 
_“ But I can’h make out why eho shou'd de- 
celve.you,” putin Mra, Seaton, “ by telling that 
lie deprived 


herself of your help. in .aup- 
porting her hter,”* 
Ay | bub che was growing up, and her 


head was set on her making a good match. 

itebe wanted to ge' ran lest I should en- 
ten a possible 1 the curse of ingani’; 

wasin the family.” . 

“The woman must be & fiend.” 

“She may have had 
knew from me that my uncle was anxious for a 
marriage between me and Julia, .Aunt Susan, I 
can hardly go on, it is too awful, She may have 


thought that if I married Julia she could obtain’ 


a regular income from meas hush money, seeing 
rod she could at any. moment prosecute me for 
y.” ve 

Space Julia!” atid Mrs, Ssaton looked very 
pale, ‘ib is terrible to think of.” 

“Well, the rest is soon told. I travelled 
about hoping to forget my troublos, then when 
Sir Godfrey wrote urgivg me to return, I 
thought I could s:fely do so. 16 was three years 
since I had seen my wife's face, Ib was more 
than two since I had received the news of ber 
death. I came home, but I was roiserable, The 
burden of a secret was ever between me and my 
old friends. Then just before my uncle's death 


another. reason, She. 





another blow fell. The servant, who had been 
with mas all through my married life wrote that 

had seen Isabel in the outskirta of Paris, He 
had ascertained that ehe was in a private asylum 
under her maiden name. I went down to Orecy 
and saw Dr, Maitland. I exacted from him s 
solemn promite that he would write wlth his own 
hand and tell me if my wife died. But at that 
time there seemed no chance of her recovering 
her sensss, He. believed she would die mad. 
From that journey I was recalled to England by 
Pe a tri ica po 

y oy! 4 you must have . 
ferea, digas 

Jack sighed, 

“Through ft all I was thankful that Lettice 
Dene’s life stood “between me and Ashcroft. If 
I had been master of the Croft, general curiosity 
would have besn aroused that I did not marry, 
If Lhad been a wealthy baroned Mrs, Morris 
would certainly have pestered me with appeals 
for help.” 

“ And you have never heard of her since?” 

**T have never sen her. I have heard plenty of 
her, She and Blanche ewindled a French landlady 
out of fifty pounds by means of a fictitious cheque. 
Then they came to Eogland, their objech to 
extort hash money from Sir Godirey, His death 
crushed that project, “They were actually in the 
railway-carriage when Lettice came to the Croft 
and Blanche warned her not to trust me. 

Mrs. Séaton smiled. 

A women were like your evil genii, 

“Ay! Blanche actually forced her way iuto 
the Croft as Lettice’s maid.” 

‘What, Mary-—~” 

“Mary. Icaught her meeting Strathallen in 
the wood. I recognised her at once, and ‘had it 
out’ with her. I told her she and her mother 
could be sentenced to penal servitude for the 
matter of the cheque, and that as her mother 
had obtained a hundred pounds from me ou false 
pretences (for my wife's funeral), I could bring a 
second charge agaiast them. And I would have 
brought it too had she not accep'ed my terms.” 

* And that is why she went so suddenly ?” 

“ Yes.” 

‘ Andshe'had stolen money before?” 

“It amounted ‘to that. Sne got some one to 
cash a cheque for her which she knew to be 
worthless,” 

“Then you may depend upon {t, Jack, she 
stole the diamonds.” 

*Ithonght it was proved at the time that 


t | she had no chance of getting at them.” 
" dve. time! 
Theard, from Mrs. Morris announcing Isabel's 


“Tbave thought’ over that affair till I felt 
nearly dazed, Jack ; and I have come to the cou- 
clusion that Julia never really locked the door of 
the jewel safe, Sie turned the key, but did not lock 
it. Then, you see, Mery White—I mean Blanche 
Morris could have left her own room in the nigh: 
and gone-to. the strong room—she might easily 
have concealed the dismonds about her dress, As 
for the crime being planned beforehand I don’t 
euppose Ib was ; bebly she was wild at being 
dismissed v0 suddenly, sud decided ste would 
not go empty-handed.” 

**] expect you are right,” said Jack, sadly ; 
“but it's a bateful thought.” 

Mrs, Seaton brought him back to more pressing 
matters, f 

“Whab are you golug to do about~-about 
your wife ?”’ 

He shuddered. 


**Ican’t take her home. My old housekeeper 


is not fit. for such acharge, To-morrow I mot 
advertise for a home-for a lady of weak intellect ; 
but for to-night-—”’ 

*¢ Listen to me,” said Mrs. Seaton, gravely ; 
“you had bstter have her here.” 

“Here; but you and Julia!” 

“Tam not frightened of insane people, Be- 

e2, we have the doctor's teatimony she is cured. 
You bave your future and your name 1 
think of. Leave your wife with me for at least « 
fortnight. If I find the chargs too onerous she 
can then be removed to the house of some dowte: 
who takes such cnsesas boardera, 1 will make - 
round of calls to-morrow, and announce your 
romantic marriage, and that the state of yuw 
wife's health alone has caused it to be kept secret 
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I shal! introduce her to everyone who calls here 
as Lady North,” 

“I can never ba grateful enough for such 
kindness,” 

“I never do things by halves. I think you 
have suffered terribly over this. buainess. Jack 
and I want te help you, Besides, I can’t forget 
what Julia has escaped,” i 

Sir John lowered his voice, 

‘Don’t you think the recollection of thab 
might soften you to Denis Fane. He really is 
a very good fellow, and he lovee Jill with all his 
heart. Because my married happiness has been 
shipwrecked it makes me the more anxious that 
J.ll should have things her own way.” 

“ Julia is a very rebellious girl,” said Julia's 
mother ; “‘ but, perhaps, after all I was a little 
hard on her.” 

**T can't see her to-night,” eald Jack,” will you 
tell her my story or part of it, and may Heaven 
blees you for your kindness to Isabel, Aunt 
Susan.” 

Mrs, Seaton found that Julia had put Lady 
North to bed ia herown room, for Sir John had 
aan late, and the poor young wife had looked 
tired ont, 

‘She is fast asleep,” said Jill, whose eyes were 
wet with tears ; “of course ip ie terrible for 
Jack; but, mother, I can’t help feeling sorry for 
Isabel here, What will become of her?” 

‘“*T have offered to keep her here for a time. 
She can’t go back to him until he has found a 
proper caretaker and companion for her, evén if 
be wished I,” 

Mrs, Seaton told Julia her nephew's story, and 
the girl listened with a great aiient pity. 

‘* Iv iz terrible,” she said, when her mother 
paused, ‘ thiok what they both have suffered ; 
and after Jack trying sohard to keep the secred 
of his marriage, io is bard it should be revealed 
like thie.” 

"It ia the best thing in the world for him!” 

thi Why ; ” 

* Because, try as one would not to think of it, 
there alwaye seemed a mystery in Jack’e life, 
Ooe felb there was something in those years he 
apent abroad that could not be spoken of. It is 
far better that his friends and neighbours should 
know the truth, and that his story was one of 
pain and svrrow not grief and shame.” 

‘*T wivh Lettice were here |” 

** What on earth for }” 

‘IT thick she would comfort Isabel- better than 
anyone, Letrice always seemed to know jusb 
what to esy to people in trouble. I—I am very 
sorry for them; but I have nob Lettice’s gifs 
for telling them so,” 

* Well, I am very tired,” eald Mra, Seaton, 
‘and I think I shall go to bed,” 

She gor as far as the door and then she turned 
back to her daughter. 

**Y thiuk I must leb you have your own way, 
Jill,” she said, quietly. “Now J see how my 
rmaatch-makiog would have blighted your life. I 
must leave the choice to you, You can write to 
Denia Fane to-morrow, and say I will consent, 
but you are not te think of getting married till 
Janvary.” 

Jill went to bed the happlent girl in the county 
and yet she felt a pang of sorrow for the stranger, 
not so much «lider than herrelf, whose marriage 
had proved such a failures, 

The rumour spread like wildfire. Sir John 
North had deceived them all, he had been married 
for years and shub up his wife fn a lunatic 
asylum, so 48 to deceive his uncle. Lady North 
had rnu away, avd having eluded her pucatiers 
had reached Ashicsigh, and so on. 

Tt wae then that Mrs, Seaton came to the 
rescue, The day after Isabel’s arrival her hostess 
maade twenty calla—she took the people she was 
intimate with in the morning or she never could 
have done it—and at every house ehe told the 
same story. 

Her nephew, Sir John North, had married ro- 
mantica'ly abroad, and as the poor young bride 

went out of her mind, the unfon had:been kept a 
profound secret. ‘Lady North had suddenly re- 
covered and was now her guest. 

“ And Sir John is overjoyed, of course,” said 
one rather spiteful ueighbour, ‘“‘I wonder he 





them and Lorne Cottage, and that Julia would 
soms day be allowed to marry Denis. 

Isabel North fell into her at the cobtege 
quite naturally, She calfed Jalia by her christian 
name,and addressed her hostess as Aunt Susan.” 
She gave very little trouble, needed little 
amusing, and both ladies grew a to her 
for her sweet face and sad, geutle = but 
though the great Dr. Maitland had disc 
her as cured, though there was no sign of mad- 
ness abont her, she never seemed to Jill like a 
woman, ia intellect and understandirg she had 
remained a child of twelve years old, 

Sir John came sometimes of an evening and 
was very kind to the new inmate, He her 
* Belle’ and greeted her always with a friendly 
handshake, He was very gentle with her, but 
his manner did not seem like the manner of a 
husband to his wife. 

As the weeks passed on there was no talk of 
Isabel leaving Lorne Cottage, the three ladies 
drove over to Sir John’s little house one day, «n7 
drank tea with him, but the girl showed no 
desire to linger behind when the Seatons started 
for home. It was as though it did not dawn on 
her that her rightful place was with her husband 
with the father of her child. 

* She fs very beautifal,” said Jill one day, to 
her mother, “very sweet and gentle, bud I can’t 
see her and Jack together without feeling 
wretched.” 

‘*That’s very foolish of you,” retorted her 
mother. “ What does Mr, Fane say to you?” 

'* He says he feels just the came. Issel is so 
gentle and childlike one can’t have an unkind 
thought of her, and yet all the while one feels 
she etands between Jack and happiness.” 

‘Jack looks happy enough,” said Mrs. Seaton, 
rather irritably, “avd Iam sure his wife is very 
little trouble to him,” 

There were tears In Jill’s eyes as she answered, 

" But Jack has such a great loving heart, and 
poor Isabel can never reach the depths of it, She 
is no more to him than a child friend, and yet 
so long as she lives, he can never have a wife of 
his own or a real home.” 

"You are much too romantic,” said Mra, 
Seaton. “I wish Jack would make his good-for- 
nothing sister-in-law give back the diamonds she 
stole, that would be more to the purpose.” 

The detectives employed by Mr. Carleton were 
warned to keep # sharp look out on Mrs, Morris 
and her daughter, and at length the latter was 
Getected trying to sell several unset diamonds to 
a Paris dealer. She was arrested, ample evidence 
was forthcoming to identify them with the jewels 
stolen from Ashcroft, but the matter never 
reached a trial, Blanche disgorged all the dia- 
mounds remaining In her possession, and the pro- 
secution was dropped. 

If Lettice Dene returned to claim her jewels, 
one row of the diamond necklace was gone for 
ever, that wae all, 

And then In the cold short winter days which 
come before Christmas Isabel caught a severe 
cold. They thought nothing of it at first, then 
Dr, Haunt grew unensy and declared that as soon 
as Lady North could travel they must take her 
to the south for the rest of the winter, Ashleigh 
was too cold for her. 

Poor Isabel never journeyed te the Riviera; 
she took a longer journey whence no traveller 
returne, When the New Year dawned Sir Joha 
was really what he had thought himself before, a 
widower, and free from the entanglement of his 
youth, 

(To be continued.) 





ae 


A LIFE’S REGRET. 


—01— 
(Continued from page 296.) 


— you may say or do can injure me, 
you fool. I have nothing to lose; you have 


vi Lata gard for, all eid, long ago. 
she answered, despalringly. “ you not con- 
teat wih get work's Lawes OAS tah oon ee 
are not for me, You stole away all that should 


‘have been mine, and now you would take from 


me the very means of livelihood,” 

Belay Wa ope: yy he 
com DE money 
was gone 25 would have obteined employment 
elsewhere. You had really, for your own: sake, 
better go.” 

“I guppose I ought to thank for your 
advice, but Ido not, neither I act upon 
it. You must remember good advice is rarely 


accepted.’ 

He ignored hor last words, — 

“ You have contrived to prejudice Miss Ross- 
vell against me, Iam not likely to forgive or 
forget that fact." 

“You are wrong,” Leonie said, calmly; “I 
have never spoken of you toher. Your name is s0 
loathsome to me I could not breathe it.” 

*“ You think I am fool enough to believe you 
innocent. Pardon me, I am too well acquainted 
with woman's nature to be so easily duped.” 

"You fancy you understand women, bub you 
don’t; although, indeed, you should, having 
always done your best to win thelr hearts by 
way of amusement, so that you might have 
the pleasure of breaking them. There are 
many men like you; you are not unique by 
any means.” 

Then they were Interrupted, but her words 
and her looks Ho with him, and him 
on to a very m of madnese, even- 
ing he accompanied the Rossvells to the opera, and 
in his heart he determined that before he left 
Irene he would know his fate. 

Leonie was not of the perty, for which he was 
unfeignedly glad. Her presence (bad as he was) 
always em) him, and he wished to be 
quite at his ease, when he should honour Irene 
with the offer of his hand, 

He hardly knew what passed through the Jong 
hours; all the liquid sweetness of the prime 
donna’s voice was lost to him ; he wae deaf to the 
wonderful notes of the first tenor, and all through 
the drive home a voice cried in his ears, ‘‘ Irene 
and “ Leonie,” “ Leonie” aud “ Irene.” 

Miss Templeton had gone to her own room, £0 f 
the four— Rossvell and Aylmer, Irene a 

—Bsad down bo su together. When 
oe Imer poe My the piano, ~ 
began to play an alr from J! Trovatore. 
Rossvell ads hues tne tale Os Fergus begged 
Irene to go with him into the conservatory. She 
scarcely knew how to refuse his request, so sbe 
went with him, unwillingly ey He found 
her # seat, and took up a position by her, looking 
passionately down upon her blushing face. 

“ Mise Rossvell,” he said, * you must know 
why I have brought you here ?” and as she made 
no reply, only blushed more deeply, he took 
courage to add, “It is to tell you that I love 
you more then any poor words of mine can say. 
It is to ask you to take pity upon me, and — 
my cuspense, ov my darling Irene, what W 

ou say to me ft” 
mr On Mr. Darrell,” she answered, very much 
fluttered, “I did not think--I did not guest 
that—that——” 

That is a subterfuge,” he sald, sharply, “ on 
anworthy of you. You knew very _ nt 
hopes I entertained regarding you. My =, 
growing tender again, “ give me. my answer, 
for my love’s sake let it be favours ! saa 

“Tam very sorry,” she began, “ but—but : 
afraid I must gtve you pain. TI do mot care or 
you os you wish—I am even indifferent to aoe 
Pray forgive me, and try to think no more 


“ It is easy to say forget me, but I shoal on 
it Impossible to obey you. I love you, a0 w 
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marry no other woman, Tell me, Irene, has 
Misa Templeton pr: judiced you against me!” 

“No,” she answered, wonderingly ; “she never 
speaks of you, and we are not on confidential 
terms. Why should you ask that i” 

* Because she fs my enemy,” he said, tersely ; 
then added, “ You have Talked my love now; 
bub I will not think my euft ho I will ask 
youagsin and sgain until, te yourself, you 
answer as I would have you. Now let me take 
you back to the others ;” he stooped and klesed 
her, despite all her remonstrances, then led her 
back to Aylmer and her aunt, 

The next morning, early, he sgain presented 

bringing Theodore with him ; the latter 
looked anxious and depressed, for Fergus had 
told him on the way that he had a disclosure to 
make which would not redound to Miss Temple- 
ton's credit, and which would certainly destroy 
any love he (Theodore) might entertain for her, 

Katering the room where Mrs. Ro esvell and 
Aylmer eat, he greeted the former with courteous 

ity. 
ada have come on a painfal errand ; it 
is counected with the young person in your em- 
ploy, ‘Miss Leonfe Templeton.’ She is nod a fit 
companion for Miss Rossvell.” 


CHAPTER V, 


AriMge started impetuonsly to bis feat. 

““ Whatever you have to say of Miss Templeton 
must be sald in her presence. 

‘That ia precisely whac I wish, but I would 
ask that Miss Rossvell should be absent; the 
story is unfit for her ears,” sald Fergus, very 
smoothly, 

“Toisa lie!” broke in Aylmer, whose most 
anwonted excitement caused Mra, Roaevell great 
surprise, and elicited from her the gentle remon- 


trance 

“My dear, my dear, you are forgetting the 
courtesy due to a guest.” 

“No, Iam nov; end I may say now I am 
surprised Maxwell should stand calmly by whilet 
another man traducesthe woman he loves, Ring 
the bell, mother; Irene shall be present to give 
her countenance and support to Miss Tempieton. 
Gentlemen, be seated,” and he moved from them 
toa little distance, where he stood grave and 
stern, with bead slightly bent. 

Irene came {n first, a trifle nervous and con- 
fused ; then they all waited Leonie’s entrance. 
When Mra, Rossvell’s mes reached her she 
knew the blow had fallen, and fora moment medi- 
tated flight ; but when she reflected that in her 
absence Fergus could malign her as he chose, and 
there would be none to defend her. So after a 
pause she went slowly downstairs and entered 
the room. She fele that after this hour she 
should see no more. 

All eyes were turned upon her as she advanced 
to the centre. Aylmer stepped fcrward and 
placed a chair for her, saying, gently,— 

; ‘‘Don’s be alarmed ; wehave Implicit faith in 
ou.” 

She remained standing, her hands loosely 
clasped before her, her head bent low. 

Fergus glanced at her with a look of malicious 
trlumph, Even now, when he was about to 
atrike her ao cruel a blow, he did not belleva she 
Would say aught against him, knowing well her 
almost quixotic generos!ty. 

Be began to speak in smooth, suave tones, 

It is my painful duty to inform you, Mrs. 
Rossvell, that Mise Templeton fs unt to fill her 
present position ; and you, Theodore, that no 
man with any veetige of manly spirly would make 
her his wife,” 

There was a dead silence, but Leonle never 
looked up, only seemed to droop more, ae though 
the fala would hide her face from them all. 

Three years ago,” continued Fergus, ‘’ she was 
living a» Madrid with a man whom she thea 
Called husband, but she has 20 claim upon him— 
a his mistress, She fs a mother, but not 


da ior uttered a loud cry, and sprang to her 


“Leonie,” he implored, passionately, ‘aay It 


is not true. Ob! my love, my dear love, give 
him the lie!” 

She lifted her eyes then, marked the shudder- 
ing répulsion on the faces of Mrs. Rossvell and 
Irene. Aylmer she could not see—he had half- 
hidden himself a the curtains, and averted 
his face—then she said, dully,— 

“ It is true, and there stands the partner of my 
guilt!” pointing to Fergus. 

A murmur of horror passed through the room. 
Theodore fell back from her, and for a moment 
seemed as if he would spring upon his cousin who, 
in the dismay and confusion occasioned by Leonie’s 
words, was speechless, The girl broke the silence 
by saying, in the same dul! voice,— 

* Hear my otory, so that when you most con- 
demn you may most pity ms, It seems to me 
that 1 have been more sinned against thau sinaing, 


but, then, I am of judging my own con- 
duct rare 9 mother, who was the 
daughter of the Duke of Alvino, died when I was 


very young, and I lived almost alone with my 

began to rage ia Mada, aod ttowoph of sundeds, 
to rage t swept off hun 

my father and then only surviving relatives being 

awoong the victims. 

“ After bis death [t was found his affsira were 

nothing remained for 


know m6, but there had been no one to 
introduction, and by mere chance be had dis- 
covered my home, 

«I was so young, so miserable,” che sald, a 
pathetic break in her voice, “ I was so innocent 
of pg Pieradlek ways, the duplicity of men, 


truly, we were man and wife, So I left my 
wretched home for one he had ' 
for me, It was like that in which I had spent 
my y childhood, and with him I loitered 
through the rooms, or lingered {n the 
groves. My joy wae so great it 
pain, and I had no thought of sin. I met the 
glance of men and women freely, being proud 
he had chosen me from all the world beside,” 
She lifted her head a moment, and met Mre. 
Rossvell’s condemning eyes. Alymer atill stood 
apert from them all ; Fergus glared apon her, 
but Theodore had his face bowed between his 
hands. She went on, with a quiver of pain in her 


voice,— 

** That life lasted nearly a year, and then I saw 
a change in him, slight at firet, but growing day 
by day, until I knew he did not love me, and then 
it seemed my heart would break. I strove by 
every means in my power to win him back ;I put 
forth all my little accomplishments, but vainly. 
Then I passionately implored him to tellime my 
fault, that so I might remedy it ; and he—oh ! 
Heaven, he told me such unfons as ours ended 
always in disgust, and showed me what I was. 
At first I scarcely understood, but when the fall 
knowledge of my shame came upon me, I fell ab 
his feet, and prayed him to kill me. 

“ He left me with an oath; and then I must 
have fainted, for I knew nothing more until I 
woke to find myself alone. He had gone leaving 
no trace behind. I raust have been mad. I put 
tegether a few things, and, selliog my ornaments 
started for Eagland, believing that I shculd find 
him; almost trusting that after all he had spoken 
falsely, and that the law would help me to my 
righte. I reached London, a friendlosr, almost 





peanilese, stranger ; and whilst [ was wandering 





miserably sbout the streete I had the good 
fortune to meet my old nurse, She had married 
@ pilot, but was then s widow, living on a email 
annuity. She took me home with her, and after 
a few days my baby wasborn, Oh, why tuust I 
tell you these things? Is not my shame too 
heavy to be borne without this awfui exposure t”’ 

No one spoke, ‘no one moved, and she went 


on drearily,— - 

“ Wien I looked on my baby’s face, and knew 
he had no father, I cursed the man who had 
made me what I was, and placed a brand on m 
innocent child's brow. When 1 waa well ona 
I sought and obtained employment. The rest of 
my life was uneventful until [ went to Cheddar. 
Oh,” breaking suddenly down, *‘ have compacsion 
onme! Ifl kept my secret who could blame 
met I know too well that a man may sin again 
and again, and not be the less esteemed ; I also 
knew that the woman who makes one false step 
fa utterly condemned, Irretrieva rulued ! 
There fe one law for the tempter, enother for the 
tempted |"’ 

She ceased, aad then Theodore’s voice, hoarse 
and atrange, sounded room,— 

“IT will never forgive you that you won my 
love—tbab SS made life miserable for me, 
Each day the passion | had for you will become 
more resolyed inte hate!” 

“Stayi"” she cried, {2 heartrending tones; 
“have I not left you free? Oh! for Heaven's 
sake speak kindly to me now!—for the last 
time!” 

He turned from her with a muttered {m- 


Fergus said, vow au LO 
“You have heard what this woman says? Her 
is a tiseue of truth and falsehood. And, 
after all my fault is one common to men,” 
‘'True," rejolued Aylmer, speaking for the 


first time ; then he moved to the unhappy woman 
before 


and, desplte his mother’s remonstrance, 
Sia duane, ©! Mo dear, L de gw in po 
clearly, y , I do not hold you guilty, 

To me you will always be a wronged woman, and 
one deserving not only pity but love; and if"— 
here he paused and flashed a glance upon them all 
—" if my heart cancontent you, {bt is yours to-day 
and for ever; if my loving care can teach 
forgetfulness of what has gone before, it 
never be withdrawn. Leonie, will you make me 
happy by being my wife }” 

There wasa fierce outcry, and a shrill scream 
from the other women, but Leonie caw sothing 
jg thie one generous man, heard no sound but 


volce, 

She lifted her eyes to his, and then all her 
hardly-kept composure broke down ; and, Singing 
fon her knees, she kissed his hands, 
wept asthough her heart would break, but wore 
fo passionate gratitude than from any ovher emo- 
tion, because his tender love and faith filled her 
whole soul with a desire to do something by 
which she could prove how deeply she felt his 

goodness. 

Fergus Darrell looked down contemptuounly ab 
her, amiled scoffiogly as bis eyes glanced from 
her to Aylmer standing with bowed head and 
loving, anxious face, so full of pity—{t seemed as 
an angel's, Then he said,—- 

"Pretty, but decidedly theatrical! ” 

“Will you marry me, Leonie? Get up, my 
dear, this is no position for you,” 

She obeyed his bidding, as she would any 


bidding of his now, and she answered, 


tremulously,— 

Your goodness kills my pride, and weighs 
down my very soul with s burden of gratitude, 
but I will nob hide my shame under your honest 
name, Let me go now; I can bear no more.” 

“T shall still hope,” he said, with grave ten- 
dernees, and eo released her. 

She walked towards the door, on her way 
pausing before Mrs. Rosavell. 

‘You are a woman,” ehe said simply, ‘‘ and 
should feel some pity for me; remember,I was 
alone and in misery, I was eo very, very 
young.” - 

**You were not too young to distinguish 
between right and wrong,” coldly. 

She sighed heavily, and went on her way, 

Irene drew her ekirts close lesb they should 
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touch this poor pariah, and so be contaminated, 
She and her aunt were good and virtuous women, 
but they were pitiless} they had never been 
tempted, and eo had nod compunction for the 
fallen. 

Theodore held the door open for Leonie, and 
as _ passed through she lifted her weary eyes 
to his. ° 

** Forgive me!” she pleaded; “the wrong I 
@id you was a small one, and not frremediabie. 
You will forget me eodn, and be happy with some 
ather, AU men forget more or less easily.” 

“T shall’ never forget and. never forgive, I 
shall curse your tame to my dying day!” he 
auswered, fiercely, and without s word she passed 
on'and went heavily apstaire, 

“Life is over with me,” she muttered, 
brokenly. “I have got my death-blow, and but 
for Lenny T’ would say thank Heaven, Ob! 
oo _ miy broken heart, my soiled, degraded 
i e ” 

When she had left them, Aylmer tarned upon 
the other men, 
 “ Maxwell, I am disappointed in you ; Dar- 
rell, I must request you to leave my house at 
ones; your prevence'is ao insult to my mother 
and cousin.” 

**T have only sinned as many a man has done 
before me, and you must be infatuated to belfeve 
all that women says, I-will not go until I have 
spoken ‘to Mies Rozevell. Irene, give me five 
minutes alone that:I may sustify myself to you 
as far as I am able.” 

“What you have’to say to me you can say 
here,” haughtily ; ‘‘and I should imagine justi- 
fication would be impossible, I cam grant you 
no private interview.” 

Seeing that it was useless to plead with her, 
Fergus Darrell asid, desperately,— 

* It must be as you wish, but I will not go in 
silence, J believed I was fond of Leonle Temple- 
tov! in a fashion, but I swear I have never loved 
any woman but you, Last night I asked you to 
be my wife, now [ repeat my request, Will you 
sonecnt |'’ 

“No, Me. Darrell; for if I condenm Aer I 
holdyou doubly guilty, Your protestations of 
ee offend 10, and I trust we shall never meet 
Bea Cc M 

He muttered something ugly below his 
breath, then turning to his cousin sald, inso- 
lently,— 

“Po will talk to these people when they have 
recovered their reason. Come, Theodore.” 

'* Nob with you,” fiercely, “Let me be; I 
am in a murderous mood,” 

“As you please,” with {il-aesumed non- 
chalance,; ‘but it seems to me very foolish for 
old frieoda to quarrel over a fallen woman—a 

In ail her life Trene had never seen such a look 
of ‘loathing and rege se flashed over Aylmer’s 
face then. 

“ Go,” he cried, with a menacing gesture; 
**this house never before harboured a profligate 
and libertioe.” 

And Fergus Darrell went from their midst, 
Theodore followed shortly after, and Aylmer 
was left with his mother and cousin ; the former 
began to speak volubly. 

‘* What possessed you to speak to that—that 
woman aa.you did? Do you suppose for an 
instant I would countenance her presence here, 
or receive her as my daughter? You must be 
mad te contemplate such an alliance. Fergus 
Darrell’s deserted mistress ——”’ 

*{Hush !" he said, so sternly that she was 
frightened ; “you forget her wrongs. How 
cruel you! women are to each other! I tell you 
candidly, mother, if at any fature time sbe will 
listen to mo I will make her my wile, and esteem 
myself a happy man.” 

"You will not expect me to visit you,’’ Irene 
remarked, coldly, ‘A virtuous woman cannot 
countenance vice,” 

. * - * 

Leonte lay upon the couch in Mrs. Bailey’s 
Hittle room ; Lenny played quietly in a corner 
with a few cards, a broken doll, and a horse with- 
out a tail 

It wes Auguet, aod through all the weary 
weeks which had passed since ahe left the Ross- 


velle she had grown weaker, paler, thinner, the 
very ghost of herself, but beautiful still, in s 
ove that t the teare to Nurse 
iley’s eyes each time she looked upon her, 
“Nurse,” sald the faint, sweed voice, TI 
should ke to go to Cheddar. Doctor Somers 
said Hastings, but I don’t want to hear the swish 
of the waves, or look each day on the wide ex- 
panse of water.” 

“Well, dear, we'll fe to Cheddar. My! 
how pleased Lenny will be!” 

The child looked up with « bright emile, then 
resumed his play. 

“Dear ” said Mrs. Bailey, ‘' why do you 
choose Cheddar of all places # ‘Ie ib because you 
firat saw Mr, Maxwell there?” 

A faint flush stole into the colourless cheeks. 

“ Yes,’ she answered, gently. 

“T wish you would forget him, and think of 
that noble Mr. Rossvell.” 

“Ob, nurse {| As ffi could burden him orany 
man with my shame!” Leonle cried. “No, I 
will live always alone; it will not be for long.” _ 

She was suffering with heart affection, the 
doctor said, and must not bave any mental 
worry. Ob, what a mockery tt seemed to the 
girl—no mental worry! She koew herself the 
end wae near, and bub for Lenny would have 


been — 

So they went to Cheddar, and for a few days 
Leonte was decidedly better. Then she began to 
dreop, and Mrs. Bailey took the liberty to write 
to Aylmer begging him to go down, as she was 
very anxious about her © pow lady. 

He instantly complied, oak reaching the quiet 
cottage where they had taken lodgings, was 
shown into the little eitting-room, Mrs. Bailey 
was sitting there, with Lenny on her knee, She 

him warmly, He took the boy from her, 
and, after looking intently into his face, kissed 
him. Then he said,— 

“Where is she?” and looked round the room. 

“She was better this mornirg, ‘and thought 
she would go up the cliffs.” 

“1 will foliow her. «Is {t judicious for her to 
do much climbing #"” 

“T'm afraid not, sir; bub she seemed so to 
have sob her mind upon it that I could not say 
her nsy. You'll overtake her very Ld 

He went out, and up the hill-side, was 
a strauge presentiment of ill upon him, which 
strive as he would, he could not shake off... He 
walked as swiftly as he could along the rocky, 
thymy way, rustiipg through the heather, and 
crushing the harebeils ruthlessly. And when he 
had almoet resched the epot where, last year, 


almost the same attitude, and his heart stood 
still with fear. 

Hardly breathing, he moved towards her, and 
kneeling down, tried to possess himself of one 
hand. It was clenched and cold. He spoke her 
name. 

" Leonie, my avin I have come to make 
you happy if you willleb me,” 

No answer, Surely she must have fainted. 
He laid his hand ppon her breast, then threw 
himself down beside her in ® paroxysm of 
anguish, for she was dead | 


There was no inquest. The doctor who had 
attended Leonie gave evidence as to the affection 
of the heart from which she suffered, but 
Aylmer set his teeth toeuppress the 2 whieh 
rose to his lips, for he knew she been done 
to death by the two men whe, each in his turn, 
had profeseed to love her, 

Taeodore was terribly shocked when he first 
heard the pews, but when the early horror bad 
passed away he acknowledged to himself that is 
was best for him and for hor that she ehouid die. 
And being ® man, in time he pud her memory 
away from him, and returned to his old. allegi- 
ance. Within a year of Leonie’s death he 
married Irene Rosaveil, 


* > ° * * 
Fergus Darrell yet lives a diecontented, dis- 
appointed libertine ; aud twice a year Aylmer 
Rossvell goes down to Cheddar, taking with him 





the bonny boy he has adopted, and for whose 


he had found Leonle he sw her lying there, in® 


Sra ee Sa 


he only knows that Uncle Aylmer had low d f er 
first and last, and that all his life’s love wae): id 
oe y bay hour he found her cold and st If on 
a hill-side. wis 








(THR END.] 
THE SECRET OF THE MINE, 
—10l— 
OHAPTER LIX. 
Harorp Travers had carried out his determic- 
ation to follow the cld man to the and 


after he had seen him well teken.care of, he was 
about to leave the place, when the old mian eud- 
éenly opened his eyes. The first object which 
onions goad ae man about to take 
r~ " Don’t go}” he cried, stretching out his bands 
to him tn a frenzy. “I have something ‘to tell 
you. Ldiegwen chew mired Se Pasg ten |” 
After s moment's’ answered : 
“ Certainly)I will stop if you desire ib ; but I 
hope you be brief with whatever you have to 
say. My dear sir, my time ia limited,” 
“ T have something startling to unfold toyou |” 
the old mai. am—” 


— "Te 
e sentence wes not finished. Ere the old 
man could utter the words on his lips, be trailed 
off {nto uncon again. vod sim 

“ Here's a pretty go 1” exclaimed Harold, Jock- 
ing around plessly, “Ihave given this 
old party my word that I would stay and 
listen to the story that he has to tell ; but he way 
not come out of this faint for two hours. I sup- 
pose, however, that Tam in forit.” = 

He seated himself dubiously in a chair near the 
cot, watching the poor old man with curious eyes, 
How long would he have to sit there? he won- 
dered, gathering his brows ane ‘in & very 
impatient frown. Then he ‘to rnminating 
rep loge By nie? Cal 

2 paper, t ng to de 

jo his strange, unaccountable illness f Impos- 
gible | 

There was certainly nothing in common between 
the inmates of Oastle Royal and this poor old 
porter eking out a mirerable existence by the 
aweat of his brow. No; that had nothing to do 
with his‘sickness, he felt quite sure, 5 

At that same moment a cry of “ Fire | fire! 
resounded throwgh the place. For an instant 
Harold was too dumbfounded to think or act. 
He did not know apything of the entrances or 


exits, 

Tn legs time than it takes to tell f4, the whole 
place was en ‘in flames, The greatest 
excitement reigned in the whole stree?. The 
cries of men, women, aud children mingled with 
the roaring and crackling of flames. The fire ¥a8 
at its height when Harold's uncle turned into the 
avenue, 

“ T cannot get any farther, sir,” sald the ca’- 
man. ‘ There's a ahead ; the whole strest’s 
blocked ; and, by George ! it looks like the hospital 
to which I’m to drive you, By George, tir, ft f* 
the hogpital! ” 

The old gentleman put his head out of the 
window and stared se though he could not believe 
the evidence of his owa senses, ye 

* The police won't let us get avy nearer, tr, 
suld the man, drewing up to the curbetone, 
** What shall I do in this case?” 

" Stay here,” he angwered, hoareely. “I will 
mske my way on foot, If I do not come back 
in one honr’s time, you may return to your 
stand,” 

Never in his whole life had the old gentlemat 
been called to witness such,» scene as he now 
gazed upon. The dead and dying were lying 
helplessly about, the firemen were doing their 
best liftiog the disabled sufferers through the 
burning ows. Men, women, aod children 
stood about shrieking with terror, calling 9p0% 
the names of their loved ones who were in the 
burning building. The old gentleman looked 
with sickening horror on the flames that rose 





mother’s sake he will live lonely all his life, 


mountaio high, and his heart sank within him. 


Lenny knows nothing yet of that sad story; — 
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“ Harold t” heeried, hoarsely. ‘* By Heaven 1 | 
he cannot be saved 1” 


He would have given atl his fortune to have 
caved tho life of the bright young nephew he loved | 
zo well, He wrung his hunds and tore his hair, 
hurrying from.spot to spot, scarcely heeding the 
dight of time, 

“ Save my nephew, and I will make you a rich 
man!” he cried, to one of the stalwart firemen 
who was rushing by. 

“ Where is he}. What ward is he fo?” asked 
the man ; but the old gentleman could not: tell 
him ; he did not know himself, aud the fireman 
turned angrily away, muttering savagely eoma- 
thing about people taking up his time at such a 
precious moment, Thrustiog him aside as if he 
were & pauper instead of a miiilonatre, the fireman 
turned awsy heedless of bia repeated calls. 

“ Harold t” he calied, beating the sir with his 
hands. “ It isuseless, useless! No one will save 
you! Noone will heed me, not even for gold, 
precious gold 1” 

His voice was drowned out by the crackling of 
the flames, the hoarse rumbling of falling walla, 
the groans of the dying, and the pitiful shrieks of 
those who were there to claim their friends. 

Noon came, the long hours of the afternoon 
aped quickly by, but the excitement did not abate, 
All ia vain he searched hither and thither among 
those who bad been removed from the hospital— 
his nephew was not among them. 

* There fa only one way to do, sir,” said the 
policeman, touching biz arm, “and that ds to be 
pationt like the rest of these people are ; they are 
eearching for their dead end dying as well as you. 
We are doing the best we can to get a lish. of those 
who have been saved and those who have perished. 
Tt cannot be accomplished much sooner than sun- 
down, Twould advise you bo go to your home 
and come Ny ¥, 

Although it seemed like tearing out the very 
heart from his bosom and leaving {tb there to do 
this, yeb he was o to do sa. With the 


first tears in his eyes that had gathered there for 
— a year, he wended his way home ead aud 
onely. 


It seemed to him that it must be all some 
terrible dream—the gay, stalwart 
aephew, from whom he had parfédonly a few 
ehort hours before in euch bitter anger, lying 
dead beneath » pile of ruins. 

It seemed too horrible for him to realise. He 
toid himaelf that it was some awiul dream, from 
which he should awake presently, 

He lived alone in a grand old house—alone save 
for the servants in the house, which he had in- 
tended should some day beloog to Harold. 

Taey looked in vague alarm to see him return 
from business at that unusual hour. 

The old millionaire was as ateady as clock- work 
in bis habits, 

He breakfasted in the morning ab eighs, left 
the house at nine o'clock for his office, Indeed, 
‘he nm across the way could tel! that it 
was nine toa minute when they saw the front 
door open in the morning and the old gentleman 
ksue forth. He dined at one, and returned to his 
home at half-past four, wiater or summer, rain 
or shine, 

No wonder Ib created a great excitement among 
the servants wheu he rushed into. the house at 
hal!-past three, ringing the bell hastily toeammon 
the servant. His hands trembled too violently 
to nse his latch-key. ! 

He reeled into the grand entrance ball, bis face 
white ag death, 

“ Ob, sir,” crled the butler, with the fami- 
larity of au old servitor, ‘‘ what can be the 
eae Your face is as pale as it will be in 


Ra moe seer pyre rete 
ained We ‘ees 
the truth of what had toa pri, ro 
poor Master Harold was indeed gone ! 

Oa, sic, I cannot belleve it, He left: the 
hours but s Hbtle while slace aa bonny and hardy 
S young fellow as one would care to see, He 
cannot be dead | There is-some awfal mistake ; 
ou pee sure of it,” Take’a glass of wine, 
ne) lie down in your room, and let ms see to 


conduct him to his chamber, and to quietly assist 
him to his couch: for the scene which he had 
gone through had been a terrible one to him, 

vif he had but known then that his nephew 
had been eaved, and of the amazing story he was 
listening to at that moment, a second shock 
would have been apared him. 

At the very instant that the cry of '' Fire!” 
resounded through the building, Harold had 
started from his eeat, Although he was young 
and strong, aud stout of heart, he could not help 
but observe that the outer ward was wrapped in 
® sheet of flames that would make even the 
stoutest man quail, 

He beard the cries of the sick, the screams of 
the attendants ringivg in bis eara. They broke 
the spell of horror which bowed him to the spot. 

He rushed frantically towards what he sup- 
posed was the nearest exib. 

Taen, with a thrill of horror, he remembered 
the old man, In the excitement of the moment 
he had entirely forgettén him. He stopped short, 
The man was a pauper, and old, and ill; but life 
was surely as sweet to him as to the mightiest 
_~ on the throne, Aud he had lefp him to 


A flush of shame rose to his bearded cheeks. 

Like a flash he wheeled about. He would not 
leave him to die ; he would save him {f it was 
withia his power. 

As he re-entered the room through the blind- 
ing smoke, he could see the white, emaciated 
face lyfug against the no leaa white pillow. 

He caught the old man up in his strong arms, 
eounterpana and all, which he wrapped hastily 
about bis head, and rushed with bis burden 
through the blinding smoke aud the terrific heat. 

Herold Travers never knew how he accom- 
plished it, but he found himself staggering 


clutching bis burden, 

For s moment it seemed to him that the very 
air he breathed: was aflame, Tae excitement was 
80 great, with people being carried to and fro, 
that no one observed the emoke-begrimed young 
man with his heavy load, 

He made his way to the opposite pavement, 
where there was a feult shop, and asked to ba 
permitted to carry the old man within, a request 
that was most readily granted, 

“T wasa physiclan years ogo lu my own country,” 
eald the vendor. “Iam sure that I can help the 
nian.” 

“Perhaps you can,” answered Harold. “ It 
would certainly be # deed of mercy, for I doubt 
if he has abyone fn the world who cares for him.” 

The old Ttalian shook hia head and went to 
work with # will over the unconscious man. 

Harold was about to return to offer his aid to 
-the unfortunate hospital people, but the Itelian 
held him back. 

“You are neither a policeman nor » fireman ; 
they will not let you enter the building, my 
friend, You are more overcome than you may 
realise.” 

Again. Harold felt constrained to take the 
kindly advice. He realised that the smoke had 
entered hie lungs, and he was more faint than he 
had at first thought. Then, agsin, he had prom- 
ised to be atthe oldman’s bedside when -he 

ined consclousness. Harold was nob one to 
renounce'a promise lightly, There was nothing 
for it but to walt, ' 

The Italian bent over the sufferer; muttering 
some startled words im bis own tongue which 
Harold did not understand. Then he sald in 
broken English,— 

"T have seen the face of your friend before, 
Was he ever in America—in the far Weet, I 
mean?” 

“T cannot tell you, Iam sure, I never saw him 
before to-day.” 


CHAPTER LX, 
As hour passed, and atill another, The old mau 


‘whom Harold Travers had taken to the fruit-sellers 


lay toming on his coarse pillow, babbling empty 
nothings, or, at least, they seemed zo to the 





As though he wefé a little child, he let the man 


stalwart, handsome young fellow looking regret- 
fully at the pile of smouldering buildings 


through the terrible fire and the smoke, firmly |: 


acroas the way, and the motley throng which 
kept surging to and fro, 

But those rambling words produced quite a 
different. ¢ffect upon the wrinkled and brown 
little Italian, who stood bending over him with* 
bated breath, listening intently to those dis- 
jointed sentences. 

Harold’s attention .was drawn to him by 
hearing his teeth chatter, To his surprise, he 
séw that the man had ‘turned the colour of 


parchment, 

"You look very ill, my dear friend,” he re- 
marked, 

To his intense astonishment, the little Italian 
suddenly sprang to his side and caught his hand. 

"Tell me, do the dead ever come back?” he 
cried. “ Do they ever come into the flesh sgain 
aud stalk abroad upon the earth until they meet 
their murderers—that te, if they were mur- 
dered }” 

"Ts that what the poor feliow over there ie 
rambling about, my good doctor 1” 

The little Italian was not to be appeased. 

“ You do not answer my question.” 

“ Because it appears'to besuchan absurd one,” 
laughed the young man. “In your country, 
sunny Italy, the ghosts and goblins may saunter 
forth after btfall with their mandolins or 
tinkling cymbals to delighh a fair senorita’s ear; 
but in this country we are too busy, lead too busy 
a life of it, We are glad enough to lie down and 
rest after we have shaken off this morta! coil, 
We don't come back to see whether the other 
fellow has married our wife or sweetheart, as the 
case may be.” 

“IT am in no. mood for jeetiog, sir,” returned 
the Italian, fiercely, “I ask of you a moet serious 
question, and you scoff at me, Do the dead come 
back ?”’ 


“Seriously speaking,” returned tho young 
man, ‘I abould say not. Bub why do you ask 
me this *” 

* Beoruse,” cried the [allan, in a shrill voice, 
“\T saw the man who is lying yonder—die |” 

Tho words did nob startle the young EKoglish- 
man. as the Italian had imsgined they would. 
He merely threw back his head, saying, care- 


easly,— 

As far aa. I can sea, the poor old fellow bain’t 
passed away yeb," 

Tsay you jest!” cried the Italian, 
hita die 1” 

“ Did, cht” exclaimed Harold, with the utmost 
sangfroid, 

“Yeo!” exclaimed the man, fairly shaking 
with fright. ‘He has changed, but the moment 
I looked squarely into hie face, I saw it was him. 
He has. grown older; it ig little more than a 
year ; but he looks as though ages had passed 
over him." 

Harold looked at the little Italian doctor, or 
fruit-seller, whichever he chose to call himself, 
thinking that he was a. little cracked in the 
upper story. He bad little vagaries of his owa, 
Perhsps it would be better nov to crosa him in 
his notions, 

« “You saw him die, eh | Well, how was thai!’ 
he asked, in & pure spirit of mischief, 

To his surprise, he received an answer, 

“ Almoat.a year ago, Let me tell you about 
it, Somehow the memory of it has haunted 
me ever since, Why do you laugh?” he cried 


"T caw 


angrily. 8 
‘Is Ib nob a little ludicrous to hear: of the 
death, over & year 6g9, of a man who is still 
ve #" 


The little Italian looked at him doubtfully. 

I do not know how to take you Englishmen,” 
he aid. ‘‘ You laugh when we Itallane would be 
surprieed, and look it, You are not even curious, 
while we would be moet excited.” 

“ Probably,” returned Harold ; ‘* but then we 
are very cold-blooded, while you of italy are 
impetuous--willing’ to see everything through 
blood-red spectacles, as ib were.’ 

“Bat I repeat that I saw that man die 
over a year ago,” reasserted the little doctor, In 
a terrified voica, 
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vs dong, he can tel] you, when you bring him 
to, how he menaged it,” suggested Harold, 
hemorously. 

“Thad no hand in It!” cried the doctor, “TI 
did not murder him!” 

"You doctors never do,” observed Harold, 
dryly ; adding, '* No doubt you were called in to 
render professional service.” 

His companion looked at him doubtfully. 

“No,” he responded. “I told you that I have 
not practised in this country, I thought to make 
money easier whon I came over here; that gold 
and eliver were to be picked up io the streete ; 
but they wern’t, I drifted to the wilds of 
Awerica,” 

“Ab! then you came direct) to Bogland?” 
laughed Harold, 

ithout heeding thie interruption, the Italian 
went on, in his quick, voluble mancer. 

” He was very rich, and I was so poor, pouf! 
—~there were days at a time when I did not get a 
good meal, It was then that we were rowing 
down etream in a boat one day, when——~” 

A moan of pain from the sufferer on the hard 
lounge cut short the words. 

* Don’t kill me, fer the love of Heaven |” cried 
the sick man. ‘ Take what I have about me! 
Toere’s a great eum of money In my inner 
pocket, and most valuable jewels on my person. 
Take them, Surely that fs all you can want of 
me?” 

The Italian doctor looked petrified. His tongue 
cleaved to the roof of his mouth, and he turned 
ashen white, 

The sick man opened hie eyes and eat upright, 
staring around him with astonlehed eyes. 

The Italian doctor tried to fly, but a nameless 
power, which he could not resiat, eeemed to hold 
him fairly rooted to the epot, 

He cavght at a ring he wore on the little fioger 
of hia left hand, tried to slip it «ff, and failing in 
this, to turn {t underneath. 

ib was then that Harold noticed what had 
failed to attract his attention before—-thad this 
Italian who was passing himeelf off as a doctor 
wore 9 peculiarly odd and extremely costly ring. 
He was not an observing young fellow, and this 
was probably the reason that he had not noticed 
it before. Now he saw it was a very brilliant 
diamond in a moat unique setting. 

He started, and for the firat time the banter- 
ing, humorous smile left his lipe. 

What could thie mean! How came this 
humble, unpretentious frult-seller, or onknown 
dostor, to come into possession of » ring like 
that | 

He did not have an opportunity to give the 
matter a second thought, for just then he was 
startled by the entrance of one of the servants of 
his uncle's household, 

Before be could utter a single remark, the man 
cried out excitedly,— 

"Oh, Master Harold, bere you are, alive and 
well! I told your uncle you weren't in that 
dreadfu) hoepital fire ; but he would not listen 
to me.” 

“Tn the hospital fire?" he asked in amazs- 
ment. ‘“ Why what put such a thought as that 
into your head?” 

‘* Why, the telephone mevssza that you your- 
celf sent, sir, that you were going to the 
hospital.” 

The young man burst into a Javgh which the 
digvified, grave old servant did not share. 

" } told the old gentleman that ib was no doubt 
one of your prectical jokes; but he would not 
have it so, sir.” 

“ Why, good gracious!” cried the young man, 
growirg inetantly sober, “surely the old gentle- 
mau did nob understand me to say that I was 
going to the hoepital because I wae ill, or dis- 
abled, or anything of that sort }” 

"To be sure, Mr. Harold,” returned the man, 
gravely. ‘* What elee could he think?” 

"Why, good gracious! what a blockhead, what 
a stup!id lam!” erled the young man, ~ 

* The old gentleman has been in serious trouble 
over it,” coatinued the man. “Jn fact, sir, he 

became so il] while searching f-r your remains, 
thao he was obliged to come home,” 

“Good gracious! you astound me!” cried 
Harold turning very pale. “I saw thie old 





man "—pointing to the recumbent figure on the 
couch—** fall ill in the etreet to-day. The fan 
seized me to have him taken to a hospital, 2 
accompanied him there, And just as I had seen 
the old man, who is a stranger to me, eafely dis- 
posed of, and was about to turn awry, the fire 
broke out. I reseued him, and had him taken 
over here.” 

“ That la how I happened to discover you, sfr. 
I was seud by your uncle to lock over the re- 
mains, and identify you if possible. Your uncle 
{s on his way to join me by this time, I heard of 
one man being brought over here. I came in to 
ask to be allowed to sve the remains of the dead 
or dying, whichever it might be, and lo! here I 
find you, alive and wall!” 

“T will go to my uncle at once,” cried Harold 
Travers. : 

“You would not find him home, As I said, 
air, he is driving bere in his broughem. How he 
will rejoice to seo you, to be sure, sir!” And 
the honest old servant’s eyes lighted up with 
tears at the thought. ' He was to stop at polfce 
headquarters across the way. I can see him 
from here, and can easily call to the coachman 
to come across; but I can assure you, eir, it will 
be a shock to see you alive, end a pleasent shock 
upsets one a times almost as badly as a sad 
one.” 

Turniog, he eaw the eyes of the poor old man 
whose life he had jue> saved bent upon him 
intently. 

“Tt ell comes back to me,” he said in a 
strangely altered voice. “ The pictures you were 
abowing me in the paper, snd the startling story 
I was striving to tell you when unconsciousness 
overcame ree, paralyzing my senses, tying my 
tongue. Will you listen to my story, young 
man *” 

“ Yer,” replied Harold, drawing up hig chafr, 
cheerily, 

“ Here fs your uncle’s carriage, sir,” said the 
servant. “Someone has directed him here.” 


CHAPTER LXI. 


Tue old man lying upon the coucit pa'd no 
heed to the words, 

Listen!” he crled. ‘* Hear me, while Ihave 
strepgth to speak.” He reached over and grasped 
the young man’s hend in a terrible grip, ‘You 
must heed what I have to say,” he cried. “JI 
am about to tell you that which will sterile you. 
Out of chaos my mind bas come. For long days 
and months I have tried to think. I have been 
in a terrible stupor. I am Wilfrid Stanford |” 

The effect of hie words literally shocked the old 
man for an Instant. 

Harold Travers thought the old man had sud- 
denly gone mad, 

Wilfrid S:auford saw the look on bie com- 
— faces, and eunk back with a heart-broken 
sig 

‘* Let me tell you my story now,” he cried. 
‘*Ttall comes back to me mouv vividly—stepping 
into my e, taking the reins with that 
scoundre! Maurice Fairfex eltting beside we, and 
driving down the road. In an unguarded 
moment that fiend Incarnate, whom I had for- 
bidden to sue for my daughter's hand—for he 
had just acked permission of me to do so—that 
fiend incarnate, by a diabolical move, evatched 
the reins from my hand, and caused the mettle- 
some horses to run away and throw me out, 

*T was stunned, lying there practically help- 
less, In a moment Fairfsx wae bending over me; 
in the next he had lifted me bodily and threw 
me over the edge cf the precipice. 

*‘ Oh, Heaven ! what I evffered in that horrible 
instant of time that seemed longer to me than 
eternity! I felt myself going down, down! I 
realised what my fate would be I would strike 
the rocke, and In an inatant of time would cer- 
tainly be dashed to death, 

‘Instead, I fell into 8 boat which three men 
were rowing. I heard the exclamations of sur- 
prise which broke from thefr lips, nob unmixed 
with curses, at being thus almost upset in that 
moat dangerous of ali rivers. They were aboyp 
to cash me overboard, when they chzerved that 





best to secure that, as well as any money I might 
chance to have In my pockets. I lay there, dying, 
as I thought, unable to move hand or foot, cr 
even to makes moan, They went through my 
pockets, thus discovering who I was, Then there 
was @ consultation as to whether they should 
hold wy body for a reward, - After much con- 
troversy, they concluded that this course would 
not be best. They took me a long distance and 
threw me down I knew not where. . 

© Huw long I lay thue dazed, I ‘can only con- 
jecture, The tingling of life crept through my 
body. With great difficulty I raleed myself to 
my feet. 

“Where was]! Who was I? I could not 


answer, 

“Then somebody appeared, and I washanled up 
on the deck of a ship, and I felt a ght of 
y lowes < agree The sunlight teamed to 

jazsle me. captain stepped up to me. 
“*Who are you, and where are you going?” he 
asked, sharply. ~~ 
“I tried to answer him, but words would not 
come to me. I actually didnot know who I was, 
He touched his hand significantly to his forehead, 
then looked at-me, and one of the cfficere nodded, 

“* He is nob quite right,’ said the captalo; 
‘ there is little or no use in questioning him.’ 

‘*To this the other ecomed to agree, I shall 

never forget that night which I passed under the 
stars, aud the nights which followed It. I seemed 
to begin a new life—a life which had neither aim 
nor purpose, The past was a blaok tome. I 
rose each mornivg, worked hard st whatever I 
could get to do, and lay down at night to dream- 
lesa sleep. 
" On reaching lend the captain found me a place 
as porter in a large wholesale warehouse, there | 
have been ever since. There I would have been 
untii death had curely relieved me, if you, young 
man, had not entered the plecs with that paper, 
which by chance fell from your pocket, I saw it, 
and ssmething seemed to break in my brain, aad 
to clear it at the first glance of my daughter's 
picture, 

“Ina moment phe pasb came back to me, 
bringing all to my mind as though It had occured 
but yesterday, I eaw ip all; they had looked 
upon me as dead—aee drowned in the terrible, 
rushing river, My daughter, Pauline, had been 
cheated out of her tence, and Maurice Falr- 
fax, the villain, bad terrified her into gee 
him. Ob, Heaven, if I had but wings!” 
the old man, excitedly, “send for some one—cal) 
for some one to identify me.” 

Harold’s uncle had entered the place, and stood 
motionless, first with the shock of seeing his be- 
loved nephew before him alive and well ; theo, 
when he had recovered from that, of bebolding 
Wilfrid Stanford, who was like one risen from 
the dead, standing before him. The recognition 
was mutzal, although to his horror, the mao 
whom he had known but one year before os 
middlesged and handsome, was now white 
haired and feeble, as though years had passed 
over bim in that time. 

‘*Por the love of Heaven, is it really you, 
Stanford !” he cried, advancing. 

Acry from the little Itallan doctor arrested 
his attention. 

‘‘Seee that the game is up!” he cried in » 
frrozy. *' When one comes to life to face his 
morderer, then there is no place to hide in the 
great wide world. I throw myself upon your 
mercy. It was I who took the diamonds frow 
you, and sent you on board the vessel. I giv 
myself up—I plead for mercy, “Here fs your 
ring. Ine little’ tin-box on yonder shelf are 
some of the p» phen get cr Sot ow 
Have mercy, ghost, spirit, or whatever you * 

The aa fied from his p'ace, a shrieking 
maniac, while » bystander, who had been 
attracted by the unusnal, noise, aud. who bad 
ran after him, 

“This is the most extraordinary thing I ever 
heard of,” cried both Harold and his uncle in 
one breath. ; 
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“ My carriage fs at the door. Come with me 
at once to my houte,” said the man, “‘and we 

will talk this mavter over. Harold andI will 
advise with you as to what is best to be done 
io this matter.” 

‘* My daughter, Pauline, bas disappeared, and 

y great wealth has. been equandered by that 
villain 1” he cried, raising hie hands to heaven, 

They could scarcely pacify him when they told 
him of the rumour that Maurice Fairfax was 
dead——killed in a railway accident, 

“Tt may be,” he responded, shaking his head ; 
“but wy experience has taught me never to 
believe chat a man fs dead until I have had abso- 
lute proof of it,” 

How little he believed what a prophecy there 
was in the words he uttered—how soon the 
words would strike home to the hearts of thove 
who heard them! The thoughts of his great 
wealth having dwindled away to almost nothing 
was little to Wilfrid Stanford compared with 
the knowledge of Pauline’s disappearance. 

“That fiend Incarnate has made away with 


her!'’ he cried, as with palsy, 
They did pot know how to comfort him, his 
grief was so intense, 


| aT, take the first boat for America!” he 
cried : “I cannot wk there quick enough !” 

When Harold Travers signified his intention 
of <r him, he was grateful beyond 
worags. 

“There is but one thing which deters me from 
»tarting this very day with you,” replied Harold 
Travers, “ and that is, I have « friend in a little 
trouble who has jast sent for me. His trial 
comes up to-morrow, He will be discharged, or 
it will go hard with him. 

“It will take Mr, Stanford another day to gain 

ae enough to travel,” said his uncle, 

ow strange fate is!” thought the young 
man, “ My sympathy for Mr, Stanford is great. 
No one would rejoice mors than me to see him 
resume his place in the world, And yet I am 
going to warn my friend Denis rm not to 
marry his daughter Pauline, eveu though he 
vhould find her, and reveal to him certain secret 
ia the history of the Stanfords which the out- 
side world never 

While Harold Travers was ruminating over 
this matter a telegram was handed to him. He 
opened it ae. There were but few words, 

which read as follows, 


“Can I see you at once on a matter of life or 
death ? (Signed) Berries Howarp.” 


It so happened that Harold’s uncle was pre- 
sident of the bank in pao a oe, g Howard was 
employed, In this way he happened to form 
bis aequaintance, Between the young men a 
strong friendship had sprang up, which the uncle 
had taken vigorous steps to supprese when young 
Howard's downfall occurred. And when Bertie 
went from bad to worse he kept out of Harold’s 
way. It was only by the merest chance, just as 
he was about to start for America, that he had 
learned of Bertie’s latest mishap, He had de- 
layed his trip to find oud what it was all about. 
Wes it fate that had caused him to stop over ! 
O:herwise he would not have been the instrument 
ot Providence in bringing back the reason of 
Wilfrid Stanferd, 

He responded to the telegram without delay, 
fesiivg that his friend was in s more desperate 
strait than he had ever expected, 


(To be continued.) 








Tax Escurial Palace in Spain contains a 
cathedral, a monastery with 200 celle, two col- 
leges, three chapter houses, three Mbraries, and 
nearly 3,000 other rooms. It is lighted by 1,100 
onter and 1 700 inner windows, and has been 

ily termed the eighth wonder of the world. 

AN apparatus for burning coal-dust has been 
brought out in Germary, The consumpticn of 
even the most inferior class of coal-dusb is 
attended with no emoke, while the heat produced 
ia so intense that the apparatus has been adapted 
- on to smelting works, and with excellent 
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fashioned troublesome machines. It works fine or coarse materials equally as 
well. Sent Carriage Paid for 4s. 6d. ; two for $s, 6d, Extra Needles, 6d. and 
ls, per p cket. Write for Pross Opinio: 1 and Testimonials, cr call and see the 
Machines at work, Address— 


SEWING MACHINE CO., 
84 DEPT., 31, BROOKE STREET, HOLBORN, LONDON, E.c. 
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SOCIETY. 


—_— 


Tar Empress Frederick will reside in Berlin for 
eeveral weeks in her palace Unter den Linden. 
Next month her Mojesty will visit the Queen at 
© sborne. . 


On board the Victoria and Albert there are 
‘portraits of every captain who hae commanded 
the Royal yacht during the Queen's reign, It is 
in the saloon that there photographs are—hand- 
somely framed—hung. 

THE Queen is greatly interested in the exngage- 
meant of this her Majesty's eldest great grand- 
child. Is is understood thet Priacess Feodore is 
to go to Osborne during the Empress Frederick's 
stay there, and that her flanc/, Prince Henry 
the Thirtieth of Reuss, is also to visit. bis 
fiancée's augush great grandmamma sometime in 
February. 

Tae Prince of Wales hae invited the Houghton 
miner, whose pick he used on visiting a mine 
forty years ago, for a short stay at Sandringham. 


Li Hore Caano’s visit to Euglaod ts sald to 
hive had the most beneficial effect on the des- 
tinies of women in China. Since his return he 
bas appointed thé first Chinese Indy practising 


_ medicine in his own land to be physician to the 


wornen of his household, 


Arter the death of the Duchess of Cambridge 
her cottage at Kew reverted to the Crown, and 
the Quzen then granted the place to the Dake of 
Cambridge for his life, and of late he has lived 
there a great deal during the summer. It is 
ea‘d that the Duke will probably lend Cambridge 
Cottage, with the full approval of the Queen, to 
the Dake-of Teck; who cannot afford to keep up 
the White Lodge, which is to be granted, to the 
Dake and Duchess of York. 


Ger euccessful appeal on behalf of the very 
poor ab the time of che Jubilee celebration has 
determined the Princess of Wales to take active 
steps towards securing for the poor during the 
very cold weather that will come upon ns pre- 
sentiy some measure of relief. Her Royal High- 
nest ig most anxious that soup kitchens should 
be establiched in all the very poor districts of 
the metropolis, and that, if possible, there shall 
be warm food at Ieast twite a week for ull the 
dssdtute who apply for it, 


Taz Duke and Duchess of Sparta are to be 
absent from Greece fora year, Prince Constan- 
tine is suffering severely from nervous depression, 
and he is in great need of rest and change, while 
thie Princese Sophia has also been’ out’ of ‘bealth 
for some time past, The Duke and Dachess 
will go from Athens to Naples, sod afterwards 
to the Riviera. In May they are to pay a long 
visit to the Empress Frederick at Cronberg, 
after which they will come to Eogland for a short 
time, and the monthe of August and September 
are to be spent In Denmark, There has been no 
communication whatever between the Emperor 
William and the Duchess of Sparta (formerly his 
favourite »sister) for a very long time, The 


Emperor hae never forgiven the "conversion 


of Princess Sophia to the Greek Orthodox 
Church, although both the Queen and the 
Hapregs Frederick have repeatedly endeavoured 
to restore friendly relatious between them, 


THE Qaeen and Court will reside at Osborne, 

c)neariy three months, The Queen loves 
Osborne, which was a favourite residence with 
Prince Albert, His Royal Highnesr, indeed, 
drew the plans for mapy of the improvements 
whieh make the place. so fice, and the eight- 
mille drive In the estate, which the Queen loves, 
was all laid out by the Prince with a view to 
giving Her Majesty pleasure, The Quaeen’s 
courler (Mr, Dosse) haa been in Nice making 
arrangements for her Majeaty’s stay there next 
apring. Her Majesty will occupy the same 
suite of apartments that she had last year; but 
certain farther arrangements are being planned 
to secure the Sovereign’s greater comfort. Her 
Majesty's medical advisers are said to be greatiy 
in favour of this anaual change of alr and scens 
and comparative rest for the Queen, 





STATISTIOR: 


Ix London there are more fires on Saturday 
than on any other day in the: week. 

Tr ts su that there are at least 
17,000,000 comets in the solar system. 

Ture are 106 boye born .o every 100 girls, 
but more boys die in Infancy than girls. ~ 

Ir fe eatimated that every square mile of the 
a one hundred and twenty million 

Tus amount of champagne consumed on 
Christmas Day is reckoned to be three times 
as much as on any other day of the year, 

Dosmo 1896 this country 
127,418,216 pounds of currants, a good portion 
of which went into the making of plum puddings, 





GEMS. 


Work touches the key of endless activities, 
opens the infinite, and stands awestruck before 
the immensity of what there is to do, 

Osstacins which seem to hinder our 
afford the best opportunities for devel g the 
courage and accumulating the power which we 
need to pursue it, 

How mankind defers from day to day the best 
it can do and the most beautiful things ib can 
enjoy, without thinking that every day may be 
the last one, and that lost time is lost eternity ! 

Tae needful thing is not that we abate, but 
that we consecrate, the intereste and affections 
of our life, entertain them with a thoughtful 
heart, serve them with the will of duty, and 
revere them as the benediction of God, 





HOUSEHOLD TREASUBES. 


Saeed 


Onaxaz Sxort Caxe.—Make a light bliecult 
dough and bake it in a pie-dish. Take out and 
splif as soon as cool. Cover the layers with sliced 
oranges, sprinkled with sugar, and serve with 
cream. 


Dewicrovus Purr Pasre,.—Take half a cup each 


fate and lard aud chop into this four cups |, 


flour (flour into which four small 
teaspoonfuls of baking powder have been sifted). 


Add half a saltepoonful of galt, and mix with |. 


enough milk to roll dough out =: Do not. 
oooh dough held” hilo as little ag pos- 
ai 
Arrte Comarp Poppixc.—Pat a quard of 
and quartered apples in a stew-pan, with 
acup of water, and cook them until they 
are soft, Remove from the fire and add halfa 
cup of sugar, two tablespoonfuls of butter, and 
the grated rind and the juice ofa lemon, Having 
ready mixed two cups of breadcrumbs and two 
tablespoonfuls of flour; add this also to the 
apple mixture, after which atir in-two well-beaten 
a Torn all into a well-buttered pudding 
oven. 


and bake forty-five minutes in a moderate 
Fovonrs, saulated . 
fourteen eggs, and four id @ half of fine 
our, four ounces and @ half of potato flour. 
the whites and yolks of the setting 

them on the ice in shallow until ~ 
cold, then beat to a froth ; sdding a t 


Tue field of Waterloo is covered with & crop 
of crimson poppies every year, 
Onsgxvatrons have shown that short-sighted. 
noes Sy Se common with light than with 
ey 


yarn meen, dg 


guishing Christmas dish. It was served ons 
gold or silver dish, and brought in to a flourich 
of trumpets,” ; . 

Tar J are ‘fond of bathing. In the 
Sa Which & pees thn ile af halle GaN reall 
a a can | 4 or 
for asum equal to a halfpenny. 

Praca Pobre eee oh go gene 
hurch, London, which ag 

centre milestone from which Romans mes- 
sured distance when in Britain, : 

Tue eagle is @ble to look at the sun without 
b by means of a thin, semi-transparent 
veil, w the bird can draw {tostantaneoualy 
over itseye, It does not obstruct the sight, 

Waite wild geese are on the wing they 
ale ae but pe Sg, bene 

» a8 generally a 
quiet that one may pass within a few yards 
100 of them, and never notice their presence, 


$ 

F 

5 
aesk 


Japawesx auctions are silent, Each bidder 
writes his name and bid a lip of paper, 
which he places in a box, box ia opened by 
the auctioneer, and the declared the pro- 


| 
} 


with supplication and terror, orig'n- 

ally from the inability of the auscies of 
to support the weight, causing 

the individual to sink to Dogs 
erouch and whine when and horses 
so tremulous that their lege can scarcely 





In feudal times the buar’s-head was thedistin. 
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window broken by him ; Seg aie Geareaa he summoned 
* before the magistrates and fined. 


et: 


setae mat 


all 











Rares. —You should consult » good grammar. 
Bos.—It may be obtained of any good newsagent. 72)" 


Ovnovs,— 
not legab. 
hour 
Prince of Wales. 
conumanding oer best course would be to write to his 
Pegs ie sorgenmnlt yy 
Festa et A: angel Staffordshire ; ; Dudley 
= should be withdra fi 
gy w wn. when 0 
w — al lose flesh when suffe 
tem the dh ses pure ag 
pation ae fie eee 
" epeose tie cavnalavod ba 


extensive and expensive mach! 

Farmmnricn.—-Ioebergs rome Saat two hundred 
yoare before they nym oa melt a 

¥. R.—You eS ry hyp meer oe of 
British Seamen, Custom 


tarepe: 
wii any tag a 


pegs Gee eal 
Dist2xssep Yours wall devised. 
whee ae yo aed 


@Gxsna.—Make a weak solution of isingless; draw it 
ob orn chterine eit over, hang to 


£2 a ; 
nape ager PAD Site fous 
limit of time. 

Averm.—The water lake fn E 


Lelonn Saat a which Bas) aa 


Paren.+The! are. not Mable for the 


Pe aig ae pare te wet to sell a 
Th baghtite ae to peer 
bind, or placeein tha of oft the police. te 


Lecy.—, k cloth will 
chia are mas Mee oe 
dast from fying from one piece to the other. ; 


made 
plave rire ey may Si ienel sanag for.use, 


Tono —When a prisoner reaclutely refuses to 
pibed « either guilty or not guilty, hs flare is accepted 
as» plea of not guilty, and the trial proceeds. 


B. L.—We can only pate ea you to have new 
nia Geld geen ne Fentual y ig pt would 
the 


usued i tt hn ten 
aloohol it i ir Sie iseven Lan ee 
a K—Spbae ah hag arn = ¢ sole of a 
tiger tha dur stat thi wir bet ont the layers 
of leather is released by the boring. 

ets amin Wome eg oer hare 


Mank.—Glaca ad 
a e monumen hs, aa A Spee hetomes have been 





Birickx—You would aot 

speraocn tes sett, "ou! rould bare your ake In 
your eaver or in a tiny pla’ ou would our 
Serviette on your knee to cath the cram bs, Rete 
D. 0.~All you seek to secomplish can be 
Washing the head with water containing a yd 
aking 8 pomade of three odnoss glycerine with one 
weeny ota the morabs “e i 


A K.—It would Sete that the young bt 
toheve something to say about the mat im Taga Br 
ey oeerned. 


coo oe 


SESS RAGA ae Mf 


ongiep Mab. 





Young door. —Two 
cup tal 


sti a 


Figs 








RU atid cote tn toe ten poeen resent and | 


% ifthe a-wmte4 not got over their opposition. 


ar stoee ee 


bad form to be al 
alights. te. 
alway mpd. 


people whous you are 


eras, well beaten. ot ‘one small tea- 


eee 


re aussie aoe ne mage : 
eae es 


pg sy Naa hey Boll them till they 
are | ga 7.8 ary. sores (Ape up 
th cayenne - 


s for seme areas 


/ maa DYING Dat. 
In pie ta i Ek 


eet 


could not bring may love again 





cee 


7 é : 
wall héartlesr gréon, | 


it SE 


a aaa = 
ere Ro 


sient ula at uric acid, com- 
: nae amet with about a pint of 





50 a The 
.. . ) cartilage of the nove inte shape, and. the 
», befor rs ding, serseras sold al at Pays or sent for stamps, 





ot let this young man nor any cther 
ph rucning after thera. 
to awaken love. 

Myon should be cold 


good taste should 


ge 


wator; steep the 
wring ‘tt out saineaal 
wash out in clean water; it should then bo just like 


hott. thie ale: ea and elaa- 


¢ for, say, ‘wo hours, 


hether or not it 


thing else they. ect 
alow and uneatislactory 
atall by themeélyer, 
e'etndy up as a fnllore. 





or yellow shade ape ® litsle indigo or ivory 
ta oat, and.add to whitewash before applying. 


fhe ONLY MEANS for 
DESTROYING 
HAIR ON THE FACE. 


is by. using Aux. Ross's ordinary “ Dopilafory,”.2/6 ; 





Hee ih Evecare. apices 


Gauterisiug Liquid, 10/63 li}. is Contharid 
produce whiskers, ald, 10/03 pont, the nor} ‘His Skis> “ 
‘ pee ae for removing. weolheh see oer’s 
utider are cach goldiat es 
eran ‘ Ross "Hechine, for em he 





Mach ine, 


—ALEX, 
ponte 


p= h Holbern 
siriagh 8 a I Cai Le’ replied 
free from observ 





Thay ot at once check te ® Cough 
and remove the 


“TheUnrvalled: 


Lozenge alone reliaves. 
fol or crerrahare Ting'13}d, each, 





OTTEYS STRONG FEMALE PILLS. 


Quickly and certainly remove al! obstructions, arising 
from Lp Samad we ee where Steel and Pennyroyal 
fails. Invaluable te women. Pos!-free, under oover, 
for 14 and 88. stampe from Tuomas Ortey, Chemist, 
Burton-on-Trent. ymention Lospow KeapER. 








— free Weekly; or Quarterly, 
Gilling end a Rightpence. The yearly subscription 


Sats Monthly Part, including Christmas Part, ia 
t Shillings and Bightpence, post-free, 


Pants and Votumes are in 
keellers. 


Bacon. Nowsxzns, 
; et Dae tay be tad ot any Boo 


NOTICE.—Part 440 is Now era SF a Sixpence, 
post free, Bightpence. Also Vol. bound in 
cloth, 4s. 6d. . 


Toe INDEX to Vou. LXIX. is now Ready; Price 
Ono Penny, post-free, halfpence, 

At Lerreres 70 su ADDRESSED To THE Fvitor 
er Lowpox Raaper, 26, Oathorine Street, Strand, 


«*» We cannot undertake to return rejected 





moutual interest, proferably books 
and eThis you would find bel; fal. Bi 
aim a you would Igful. Bui 
good con: POS Rees Bos mand 


scripts. 


‘ee Lownow Reaper oan be sent to any part of the 


ree ol th the acid’ and finally well ; 


comeidered an. 


mtege to havo the | 
ef competent ihetruction, and | 
conse autho contend that really satisfactory pro- 
gress can be made in no other way. 

Ho shar gg « igk ag £ wi for 
kitchen walls in ce may ie - ~ 
oa - Lew aivally hanpare { 

settle, then ponr off alf the surface 

wate, kn he “ak kehind; now have some 

Patent ein wee ted in warm water, equalling in bulk 
t half od of a vases whiting ; gentiy etir it 
into the veil ta oughly m , set aside ega'n 
to cool and se rceen ie it jollify ; melt with a little 

cold water next morning, and apply; to prevent a 
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BEECHAM’S | 


ASTIME PARGEL! 


Big Value for One Shilling, with a Prize 
Competition for £100. - 


The Proprietor of BEECHAM’S PILLS, knowing that most readers of his Advertisements look for some- 
thing startling at this time of the year, has made upa SHILLING PARCEL which will surprise and 
please all those fortunate enough to get it. 


CONTENTS. 


TWELVE BRIGHT BOOKS, forming a delighttul collection of tasteful and thrilling 
tales, by various authors of renown, in all 28 complete stories, set in good type, making nearly 
600 pages of fascinating reading, and enlivened by over 300 illustrations. 


THREE EXCELLENT SONGS, vory tuneful, with complete music snsciadialilababte, 


composed expressly for Beecham’s Pastime Parcel, entitled “To My Beloved,” by Ernest oeren: 
“A Winter Song,” and ‘‘ Sir Harold the Hunter,” by A. G. Colborn. 


ONE BEAUTIFUL ETCHING, on India paper, representing the charming picture, 


“A Mother of Three,” by Henrietta Ronner, suitable for and well worth framing, being equal, if 
not superior, to anything sold by the trade for one shilling. 


ONE MOST ARTISTIC TEAR-OFF CALENDAR FOR 1898. 
The views on this are very pleasing, and no one will-be tired of looking at them each day in the 
year. 


THE £100 PRIZE COMPETITION. This is quite a remarkable puzzle com- 
petition. Entirely novel and of a mirmey character. It has been arranged in connection with 
“‘ Beecham’s Oracle,” an assorted suppl y of which, expressly designed for this competition, 
will be included in each parcel. 6 burning ‘of t pee mysterious puzzle oracles develop 
various secrets which each purchaser of Beecham's Pastime Parcels is invited to unravel, and so 
stand to win the prize of £100. One competition paper (containing all particulars and rales) is 
enclosed in each parcel. 








A 











The demand for the Pastime Parcel will be very heavy, and, of course, the supply is limited. A!! applications 
will be dealt with as quickly as possible, the parcels being sent per parcel post, postage paid. not be 
uneasy about a little delay, as the competition will be open until February sth, 1898. 


Apply early, enclose Postal Order or Stamps for ONE SHILLING, writing your name and address clearly, to 


The Proprietor of BEECHAMS PILLS, St. Helen’ 5, Lancashire. 








Cut out this Order Form, it will save you writing a Letter... 
To the Proprietor of BREECHAM’S PILLS, St. Helen's, Lancashire. 


pig, REMMI LA ORO KPa MUO aCe Waseeial” Se A yi __(Name) 





sermuoertice iti’ senthtashaassosipenbitibictalspalsilepsstiniestmniniio ani ieicttahialin cael LalaplciMbatutl dp —__————- (Address) 











(No.)_. Pastime Parcels. Amount enclosed. 

















London ; Published by the Proprietor, at 26, Catherine Street, Strand, and primted by Woopract and Kurpun, 7) to 76, Loag Acre, w.c. 





